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Bottle and Lafs. 
WITH my bottle and Haſs, 
Let the hours as the paſs,. 
Glide all ſo dehciouſly on; 
Free from cares that await, > 
On the buſtle of ſtate - „0 189 
Let me ſport till my ſpizits- are bose. 


And then let me reſt 
On the ſoft panting breaſt; 
Of ſome Nymph, full of youth and of grace 
Then tho' languid and tir'd, f 
May I ſtill be inſpir'd, 
With freſh ardour to join her embrace, 


Ah, Venus! then fly, 1211 ) : . k -. 
With thy does cough che ky, 1 % 
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451 my temple devoted to thee; 
Soy from noiſe, 


Tet me taſte of thy joys, 
And revel uncenſur'd and free. 


(GOPDESS of Eaſe, leave Lethe's brink, 
Obfequious to my muſe and me 
For once endure the pain to think, 
O ſweet Inſenſibility 


Parent of Eaſe and Indolence! 


Bring, Muſe, bring numbers ſoft and flow, 


; Elaborately void of ſenſe : 


T hen ſweetly thoughtFb let them flow. 


Near to ſome cowflip-painged mead, 
Oi let me doſe away dull hours [ 
And under me let Flora ſpread. 
A ſopha of her ſweeteſt flow'rs. 


And Philomel, thy notes. O breathe ! 
. Forth from behind the neighbouring pine, 


Where murmurs from the ſtream beneath, 
Shall ow'l in wes with thine, 


For the! 0 ldleneſs PO woes 
Of life we patiently,endure ee 
Thou art the ſource whence labour flows; 


We ſhun thee but to make thee ſure: 


For 


But 
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For who'd endure war's toil or waſte? - 


Or who th' hoarſe und un * . 


But to be idle at the Jaſt, 


And find a pleafing « end i in thee, J 


ds en Nog 


TE ſcripture has told 5 
That lepers of old. 
In j ordan were perfectly mended : 
But now 'tis agreed 
That by waters of Tweed 


The fouleſt of ſpots can be clean hs 


That virtuous flood 
Will purity blood, 

Can open, and clear all the pores; 3 
Then Nabobs with ſpeed | 
Make haſte to the Tweed, 

Get rid of your Indian od ſores, - 


There is Doctor Dundas, IG „ 


Who, not made of braſs, 

Can ſoften and pity a ſi iner 
Vou will find by his trade 
Ablution quite made, tho 


* 


The price may be for el; at d aner ; Mn 


ay $1 . 
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* (6) 
. Likes Baptiſt he ſtands 


With the cure in his hands 
By a dip of regeneration, . - 
For the fee of a bulſe, ald a 5 
He will ſettle the pulſe, 
And heal 155 firſt rogue in the nation! 


The Miniſter s Levee. 


(Tune,—Cbrift Church Reli.) 


* N the cringing coxcombs come, one, tWe, 
=: Three, four, five, fix, , 
Among them none 
Says his ſoul's his own | 

They all ſneak ſorrily, ſorrily. 

The buſy whiſpering crowd, 

Where not a man dares ſpeak aloud, 
Till he firſt has been taught his cue, 
By ſome top —_— of the crew: = 
| Dingle dang e, dingle dangle, wait _ _— 
Their patron's looks to ſcan: 
2 And the de'el a fop 
Leaves this State-ſhop 

Till he fees the Mighty Man ! 


Sung at Sadler Ib ell. 


* IF tinſell'd faſhion introduces 

KK. A Parisbauble in this town, 
Tho' good ſenſe it much abuſes, 

It muſt. to all the world be known; 


N. 
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Here and there and eviry where 
The Gallie trifle they purſue, cc 

As who cou'd live without E ſhare : 
Of this ſame bauble—ſomething new : i 


Horſes. and dogs are taught to prance, 
And walking minuets laid aſide; 
Indeed they ſay, ** Our way in France” 
Is quadrupeds can dancing ride! 
Here and there, Se. 


Earth- bathing did attempt to ſhine, 
But-'twas too grave to gain a name; 
un by rance their fripp'ry ne'er reſign, . 
Nor England.ever loſe her fame. 
ere and there, &c. 


Sung at Sadler; Melli. LI AF 
E Magnet's von magical touchſtone of trutk, 
It 4 youth vid age, de aged with 
out 
De faux paſs of faſhion, and all modern ſins, 
'T will deliver you from, more eaſy dan twins. 
Its virtues attractive can raiſe up the dead, 
Electrify more dan de Grahamite bed! | 
In a known ſpeaking houſe it's pow'r me can. 
ſhow, 
It tip it vid cold—dey'll ſay aye, and mean no. 
Nor fragent ſcent, nor odours bloomingg 
Shou'd a fine.** Pretty Jemmy;”:dreſs'd oaiſt 3 
la taſte, 
id alphabet buckles, large hat, and ſhort waiſt; 
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Touch but dis magnet; tybu'd reflect as a glaſs, 
Show the folly of faſhion, and prove him an aſs. 


T 


Tho! erim. con. diſcover d, divorce taken place, T 


If de plantiff obtain but wealth for diſgrace, 
I'll magnet de vife; fi6 crm cn. fall fever, 
But both live again—as happy as 7 


De vonder-of Magnet—me ovly can tell, | 
De care of a miſer *twi)l inſtant repel ;. 
For if he comes here, and de money ifolay, | 


As my — AIP noting ſhall pay. . 


81 at Sade n. 1 


WW HEN firſt I ſaw the Cyprian flower, . 
With ſtately pride I ſcornꝰd to yield 5 
As thuſk-roſe ſweet, its mugit power © 
Diffus'd ſweet perfume Oer the eld; 
Again I gaz'd, approving, | 
Once pluck'd, alas! its beauties fade, 
And I was fond of roving. | 


Like dew of W s morn, reviving, 
bid adieu, bettow'd a tear; 
With liberty my heart was ſtriving 
. 1 vow'd to prove {till inſincere; 
Nor all the ſweets Idalia o. ! -d 387 
Cows tempt-niy mind f rom roving. 


H 
H 
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. 
aſs, 


aſg. T he flower of life! true Ldvwiedye —_ 
If once, to pluck this gem I dare 
ice, The breath of love no longer waſting, 
I ſeiz'd—and did the love roſe wear, 
Henry's the youth, the flow'r of beauty, 


W hoſe blooming ſmiles and gen'rous heart 


Have cured my mind from roving, | 


Sung in the Spaniſh Rivals. 


G0. go, eds man—don* t teaze me, 
is in vain, Sir, alas! 
There look in the glaſs, 
Survey but your elegant ſhapes; 
D'ye think > ch a lover can pleaſe me ? 
Away with your congees and ſcrapes, 
Have you, Sir! you! 
| That I never ſhall do, 
Till J Rad I'm about to lead apes. 


; 
What 88 directed you "dither ? 


You're ſurely poſſeſs d. 


To ſee me diſtreſs d, 
You ſtill ſhow your fooliſh fond airs. 
Fate never will bring us together, 
So, go, and get rid of your cares. 
Have you, Sir! you ? 
That I never ſhall do, 


Till I find Lamat my laſtprayers.. 5 be * 


1 
gung in the Spaniſh Rivals: 


FHE gallant waiting men in town 
Addreſs me as a goddeſs fair: 

Yet what of that ?—'tis better known, 

I'm but as other women are. 

Ne'er thilly ſhally can J wait, 

When choice of lovers come to woo ;: 

But as I wiſh.to change my ſtate, 

Why, let the beſt een buckle to. 


My good old Grannum often ſaid, | C 
And now I ſpeak it frank and fre, 
That men were for the women made, BY 7 


And ſurely one was made for me. 
But ſhould I find my ſpouſe naught, 

As many better women do, 
Ne'er thing F'want my leſſon taugt. 

Depend upon't I'II fit him top. 


Sung in the Spaniſh Rival. 1. "-I4 


1 ET the lark find repoſe 5 A 
In the full waving corn, | 
Or bees on the roſe, 817 
Tho' ſurrounded with thorn, 
Ne'er robb'd of their eaſe, | 4 
They are thoughtleſs and free; „ 
But here gentle peace 5 :126T9 
Cannot harbour with me. 


| Line's Return. 


JE never go abroad again, 
Nor ever will I roam; 
For he has but a flimſy brain, 
Who wanders far from home. 


See nine in ten of Engliſhmen, 
Who run the nation o'er ; 

Tho' pert and gay, yet pray are they 
Much wiſer than before. | 


Contented here I'll paſs my life, 
For roving's but a curſe ; 
FI T1 take my country, as my wife, 
For better and for warſe. 
See nine in ten of F nglifhmen, 
Who tus the nation o'er; - © 
T ho! pert and gay, yet. pray are they 
Much wiſer than before. * 


1 


While I can ſee ſuch ſights as theſe, 

And ſuch a harveſt bring; | 

I And while I can my betters pleaſe, 
For ever will I ſing, . 


That nine in ten of Engliſhmen,  _. | 
W ho chuſe abroad to roam, "SIDE — 
Among wankind will neyer fiſqmmd | 


That worth they leave athomg.. - © | 4 


d 


The Lily of the Vale. 


THE fragrant lily of the vale, 

So elegant and fair; 1 
Whoſe ſweets perfume the fanning gale, 
| To Chloe I compare. . 
* What tho' on earth it lowly grows, 

| And ſtrives its head to hide ; 
In ſweetneſs far out-vies the roſe, 
That flaunts with ſo much pride. 


The coſtly tulip owes it hue, | 
To many a gaudy ſtain, 1 
In this we view the virgin white 
Of innocence remain; 
See how the curious floriſt's hand 
Uprears its humble head; = 
"* And to preſerve the charming flow's, 
| Traniports it to its bed, 


How ſhines each modeſt grace; 
Enraptur'd how its owner ſtandss 
To view its lovely face; {© + 
But pray my Chloe now obſerve, ,- 
The inf'rence of my tale, a 
May I the florriſt be—and thou . ,. 
My lily of the'vale, © - i, 


/ 

/ 

E 

There while it ſheds its ſweets around, 8 J 
ve Br: ; 

F; 

\ 
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Sung at Vauxhall. 


JN Summer, when the leaves were green, 
and bloſſoms deck'd each tree, 

Voung Teddy then declar'd his love, his artleſs 
love to me; 

On Shannon's flow'ry banks we ſat, and there he 
told his tale— 

Oh my ſofteſt of thy ſex, O let fond loveprevail! 

ell a-day, you ſee me pine in ſorrow and 

deſpair, | 

Yet heed me not, then let me die, and end my 

grief and care.— 

Ah! no, dear youth, I ſoftly ſaid, ſuch love 
demands my thanks, 

And here I vow eternal truth—on Shannon's 
flow'ry banks. 


And here we vow'd eternal truth on Shannon's 
flow'ry banks, 

And then we gather'd ſweeteſt flowers, and 
play'd ſuch artleſs pranks ; 

But woe is me, the preſs-gang came, and forced 
my Ned away, 

Juſt when he nam'd next morning fair to be 
our wedding day. 

My love, he cried, they force die hence; bet 
ſtill my heart isthine— | 

All peace be your's, my gentle Pat, while war 
and toil is mine 

With riches I'll return to the—I ſobbed out 
words of thanks— 

And then hevow'd eternal truth on Shannon's 
flow'rybank, C 


14) 

And then he vow'd eternal truth on Shannon's 
flow'ry banks, 

And then I ſaw him fail oy and join the 
hoſtile ranks ; 

From morn to eve, for twelve dull months; his 
abſence ſad I mourn'd, | 

The peace was made, the ſhip came back,—but 
Teddy ne'er return'd. | 

His beauteous face, his manly form, has won a 
nobler fair 

My Teddy's falſe, and I for lor nuſt tie in ſad 

| deſpair. + 49 

Ye gentle maidens ſee me laid, while vou! Rand 
round in ranks, 0 

And plant a willow o'er my head on Shannon! $ 
flow? ry banks. 


The IWiſh. 


GR T me, ye Gods, ſome calm retreat, 
Where I may paſs my days; 

Free from the low mean follies of the great 

Free from che vulgars envious hate, 


And careleſs of their praiſe. 


Bleſſed with' one faithful female friend, 

There let my time ſlide on; 
And when my ev'ning ſun ſhall downwards tend, 
W hen fleeting life is at an end, 

III quietiyoe gone. 


non's 
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— >> 4 8 


80 


Sung at Ranclaghse .' 


ON. Thames fair bank a ge entle. youth, 

For Lucy ſigh'd with ſuch, matchleſs truths: 
Ev'n when he ſigh'd in rhyme ; ..,. 

The lovely maid his flame return'd, 

And would with equal warmth have burn' d, 
But that ſhe had no time. 


Oft he repair'd with eager feet 
In ſecret ſhades his fair to meet 

Beneath th' accuſtom'ꝗ lime; : 
Sometimes the maid would meet him there, 
But when he begs'd ſhe'd. eaſe his care, 

She ſaid ſhe had not time. 3 


It was not thus, inconſtant maid, 
You acted once, the ſhepherd ſaid, 
When love was in its prime; 
She gricv'd to hear him thus complain ll 
And wiſh'd ſhe could have eas'd his pain, „ 0 

But ſtill ſhe had not time. 


Then * to the church he cry'd, 

This day I'll make you Jane my bride, 
Since you think love a crime; 

No no, ſhe ſaid, my gentle youth, 

Pre try'd your faith and conſtant truth, 
And now for love have time. 


C2 ; 


n * * 
* *. * * * 


( 16 ) 


| Sung at Vauxhall, | 
| QONS of ocean fam'd in ſtory, ; 
Won't to wear the laurel'd brow ; £34 
Liſten to your riſing glory, 0 1 
Growing honours wait you now; 


Think notſervile adulation : 
Meanly marks my grateful ſong, 
All the praiſes of the nation 
| Giv'n to you, to you helong ; 
And rival kingdoms ſend from far 
Their plaudits to the britiſh tar. 


*Tis not now your valiant daring, 
Courage you've for ages ſhewn ; 
Tis not now your mild forbearing, 
Pity always was your own. 
*Tis your prince, 0 lov'd, ſo pleaſing, 
Spreads your fame through diſtant lands, 
And the trident nobly ſeizing, 
Graſps it in his youthful hands; 
Proud to boaſt in peace or war, 
The virtues of the britiſh tar. 


When the times were big with danger, 
See your royal ſhipmate go, 
And to every fear a ſtranger, 
Brave the fury of the foe: 
Now when ſmiling peace rejoices, 
Greet him with a ſailor's ars, 
Cheer his preſencewith your voice, +. 
Pay his ſervice with your — 
And be henceforth your leading far, 
The gallant, royal, britiſh tar, 


. 


i 
The Siege of Gibralter. en 
CINCE the fate of Gibraltar attracts the whole 
world, | 


While the vengeance of France and Spain gainſt 
it is hurl'd, 5 

Tho' their armies and navies together combine, 

Vet the conduct of Elliot fruſtrates each deſign. 

Then let us in full chorus our voices raiſe high, . 

And toaſt the bold hero till we rend the ſky ; 

His officers too, and his ſoldiers fo brave, 

Who boldly. endeavour that fortreſs to fave. 

Tho' the nobles of France, and the grandees of 
Spain, 

Attend, on the ſpot, martial honour to gain; 

Tho' their bombs and their batt'ries expenſive and 
large, | b 

In whirlwinds of thunder they daily diſcharge. _ 

Then let us, &c. | 


Brave Elliot has ſallied, and made the dons fly, © 
A mine he has ſprung, and each carcaſs throw 
high ; : F 
In vain are their hearts while his courage ſurvives 1 
In thoſe who love glory much more than their lives. 


Then let us, &c. 


; 171 i 2 
May ſpeedy relief at Gibraltar arrive, | } 
And our treacherous focs of poſſeſſion deprive! : 
Then e laurel of victory we'll imitantly place 
Rou nb the temples of thoſe who ſuch dangers em 
drace.. p | 

C3 | 

1 
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WHAT a charming thing is —_— ! 


What a charming thing is feaſting ! 


( 18 ) 
To all in full chorus our voices ra iſe high, 
And toaſt the bold Elliot till we rend the lky ; 


His « fficers 100, and his ſoldiers ſo brave, 
Who boldly determin'd that fortreſs to ſave. 


The Charms of Feaſting. 


Boiling, baking, roaſting, baſting ; 
Claſh, cliſh, claſh the pewter rattling ; 
Every one impatient waiting : 
With what pleaſure are we ſpying, 

While the table-cloth is ſpread ; 

Firſt, the waiter brings the bread, 
then {ome ſallac, beef, and muſtard, 
Fowls and turkies, m and cuſtard, 

Mutton, veal, and bacon rare; 

Hares, with puddings in their bellies, 
Cheeſe-cakes, ice-creams, tarts, and jellies z 

How all ſtare ! 

And prepare 
Some their knives and forks are whetting, 
Some the ſoups and gravies taſting 

Others ſtarving, 

Fall to carving; 


But the pleaſant joke of all, 

ls when we firſt to eating fall, 

Like wild tygers, _ clamming, 
| Juſt as if we'd known a famine ; 
Gnawing, tearing, ſtuffing, cramming; 


” tf a lawd{ ad 


( 19 ) 
Choak'd with thirſt 
Like to burſt ; 
Vhile the landlord no time waſting, 
Liquor giving ; 
Zounds! what living; 
Vhat a charming thing is feaſting ! 


The happy Virgin. 


pov happy a ſtate does the virgin poſſeſs, 
Whole innocent boſom no troubles diftreſs ! 
She's ever briſk, airy, good humeur'd, and gay, 
No cares to moleſt her by night or by day ; 

No huſband controuls her, or croſles her will, 
But o'er all her actions ſhe miſtreſs is ſtill ; 

In freedom and pleaſure the paſſes her life; 

If ſo happy a virgin, who would be a wife? 


No bantlings to teaze her, or break hernight's reſt, 
With peace and content all her moments are bleſt, 
She ſlceps till *tis time in the morning to riſe, 
And ev'ry new day ſome new pleaſure ſupplies; 
Surrounded abroad by a croud of ſmart beaus 
Who are proud to attend her wherever ſhe goes; 
About her they ſwarm like the bees to their hives; 
It ſo happy when virgins, then who would be 
WIVES, © 
Let the wife boaſt of conjugal bliſs it ſhe pleaſe 
Bought at the expence of her freedom and eaſe ; 
Contin'd by her cares, ſtill at home ſhe muſt ſtay, 
Whilſt abroad we can range to park, ball, and play, 


j 


> 


(207) 


Thro' a maze of foft pleaſure our actions we ſteer, 
And when we return, we've no huſbands to fear, 
To teaze us, and vex us, and tire out our lives; 
If fo hapyy when virgins, then who would be 


WIVES... 


The Miller aſleep in his. Mill. 


| M* eyes may ſpeak pleaſure, 
＋ 


ongue flow without meaſure, 


Yet my heart in my boſom lies ſtill; 


Thus the river is flowing, 
The mill-clapper going, 
But the Miller's aſleep in his mill. 


Though lovers ſurround me, 
With ſpeeches confound me, 
Yet my heart in my boſom lies ſtill; 
Thus the river is flowing, 
The mill-clapper going, 
But the miller is aſleep in his mill. 


The little god eyes me, . 
And think to ſurpriſe me, 


But my heart is awake in my breaſt; . 


Thus boys ſlily creeping 
Would catch the bird ſleeping 
But the linnet's awake in his neſt. 


( 21 ) ; 
The Choice Spirits Lottery. 


YE national ſchemers, awhile give me leave, 
A ſcheme to advance that can no one deceive; 
No humbug I mean, ſet on foot by the great; 
Tho' a Lottery's my ſcheme—yet it is not of ſtate, 


Derry down, &c, 


No jobber your tickets divide into ſhares, 

To plunder your pockets, and heighten your cares; 
No blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign ; 
The wheel is good-humour—the prize is—good 
2 Wine. Th 
| Derry down, &c, 


From a ſcheme ſuch as this, what delight muſt 
A acrue, 5g | 
To a people who ever give Bacchus his due; 

Choice God of the Grape, by the virtues inſpir'd, 


The cauſe I'll relate you, ſo juſtly admir'd, 
; Derry down, &c. : 


'Tis wine gives us that freedom we always main-' 
tain ; | 
The ſlave fill'd with claret, deſpiſes his chain 
"Tis wine gives us wit, and ennobles our ſenſe, 
\nd aids fancy's flight as new ſpirits commence, 
Derry down, &c. 


Then = Lott'ry attend, ye who love friſk and 
uu; 
ou are ſure of a prize, for no more than a crown 


—— —ů — — — * eZ * 
* 


(' 22 ) 
Aopllo and Bacchus here jointly agree, 


To take off the hip, and renew you with glee. 
Derry down, &c. 


Let the vot'ry of Plutus, who values his pelf, 
To be happy for once —ſteal a crown from him 
ſelf; | 
Ye ſons of the turf, leave your tricking and lies f 4 
The whole courſe is a blank—here you're ſurz 0 
a prize. | | 
Derry down, &e. 


Ye lovers, ye fops, or whoever may pleaſe, | ' . 

Leave fighing and cares, here you'll quickly find 
eaſe, | 

Ol and young, great and little, attend to my call,. 

This ev'ning we draw, Sir. at Comus's hall. 


Derry down, &c. 


* 


Four and Twenty Fillers. 8 


OUR and twenty fidlers-all.in a row, 

Four and twenty fidlers, Ke. 

There was fildlu, faddle, fiddle, and double demi- 

| ſemi quibble down below; © 
This is my lady's birth-day, 

Therefore we'll keep holiday. 

Four and twenty drummers all in a row, 
Four and twenty drummers, &Cc. 

And there was I :ub a dub, O ru b adub, 
And fiddle faddle, fiddle, &c, &c. | 


* 


( 23 /) 
Four and twenty trumpeters allin a row, 
Four and twenty trumpeters, , &c. 
here was tantararco, I dub a dub, O rub a 
dub, &c. | 


im Four and twenty coblers all in a row, 
Four and twenty coblers, &. 
ies There was coblers and ſtop awls, ſtop awls and 
re 0 coblers b 
And tantararero, I rub a dub, &c. 


Four and twenty fencing maſters all in a row, 
Four and twenty tencing-maſters, &c. 
There was puſh, carte and tierce, down with his 
heels and cut him acroſs, . 
call, Cobters and ſtop awls, ſtop awls and coblers, Ke. 


Ee. 


Four and twenty captains all in a row, 
Four and twenty captains, &c. 

There was d—n him, kick him down alte, &c. 
D—27n him, kick him down ſtairs, Ke. n 
Four and twenty taylors all in a ro 
Four and twenty taylors, &c. 

There was one caught a louſe, another let him 

looſe, & (3 
Puſh, carte, and tierce, . Ko. 


Four and twenty parſons all in a row, 
' Four and twenty parſons, &c. 
There was L—d have mercy upon us, 
D—n his eyes, ſays another, knock bim down - 
with rhe gooſe ; 
Lord have mercy pee us, &c. 


mi- 


{ FI Bd 2H 


F our and twenty barbers all in a row, 
Four and twenty barbers, &c. 


There was long wigs, toupees, frizee, frize, poW- 


der and pomatum, two ruffles and never a 
ſhirt ; d—n'd hard times; walk in, your ho- 
nours—and ſhave for a penny. | 

One caught a louſe, &c. 


Four and twenty quakers all in a row, 
Four and twenty quakers, &c. 


There was Abram he begat Iſaac, and Iſaac begat 


Jacob, and Jacob he open'd his generation 
box, with long wigs, toupees, &c. 


Four and twenty Dutchmen all in a row, 
Four and twenty Dutchmen, &c, 
There were Americanos, Spaniorum, Amſterdam, 


Rotterdam, and d—mnation ſerze them all 
together—Abram he begat Iſaac, and Ifaac 


8 begat Jacob, and Jacob open'd his generation 


bon, with—Long wigs, toupees, frizee, 
frize, powder and pomatum, two ruffles and 
never a ſhirt; d—n'd hard times; walk in 
your honours, and ſhave for a penny—One 
caught a louſe, another let him looſe = D—n 
his eyes, ſays another, knock him down with 
the gooſe L- d have mercy upon us D- 
him, kick him down ſtairs ;—puſh, carte, 
and tierce; down with his heels, and cut 
him acroſs—Coblers and ſtop awls, ſtop 
awls and coble— Tantararo, I rub a dub, 
O rub a dub—nd fiddle faddle, fiddle, and 
double demi-ſemi quibble down below, 
This is my Jady's birth-day, 
Therefore we'll keep holiday, 


$ % 
* 


(52539 
Sang 7 Au Nang. 207; 8 . = 
4 IUJ ab Ta) ware 11 \ LE 
OW. COME buſtle, buſtle; rink. about,” iy fy by * : i 
er 2 And let us merry besass | 
ho- Our cann is full, we 1 it out, | 
And then all hands to ſea, i 
And a failing we will go. 1 


The minuet to tread ; 2 
egat I But we go better when we're brought 1, IMO 
tion The ore-tack to Cat- head. 910 ha * {» d. a 


The jocky call'd to hotſe, to horſe,” yr $5 5 
And ſwiftly rides the race; l 
am, When we are giving chace. Ws | | 


= 
Fine Miſs at dancing ſchool i is taught, 1 
4 


ſaac When horns and) outs the foreſt rend.. 
tion His pack the huntſman ch ears hes A 11 
zee. As loud we hollow when we 155 | 

nd A broadſide to Monſieurs. 1 
din The What's their names, at operas jos. 


One With muſic fine and ſoft; 
n WBut better ſounds our boatſwain's' call, | 
vith All hands, all hands aloft. g " | 


K — uy 11 in 28 2K 


rte, With gold and ſilver ſtreamers Bog e M1 


cut The ladies rigging ſhe ; © ? 
ſtop But Engliſh ſhips much grander ſhines. „ mf 
ub, When prizes hows we lo. inne of 


nd ' 54 3 Mares 9235) punts 1505 bits 


* K 26 ; A | 


| What's got at ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 
With ſweethearts or our wives; 
And then, my boys, haiſt ſail'for more, 


Thus paſs the ſailors lies. 
bn rr we will | go. 


7 - 
x 
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COME, riſ@Bogliſt boys, 8 i 

| To ling and rejoice,-/' '"O— 

Our honour 225 —_— 54 

1 For Rodney 690 We, ply r 

Reigns lord of the Wares, 1 

| And the French . Mag m ad ob. 
oys 


11 91 as 


brave 

And the French Bngland' Sate, 

| For Rodney, & c. I 1 . 
| Long our ten foes | 

| Our arms did op | 
F Inſulted by fand ay ha, | oF 
| Jet all Was parade, ũ ⁴:᷑ 4 
They ſtill were afraid, FA 8 


Az at preſent appears e 1 
__ My braye'b ys; hoy _y 


From the eaſt to üben * | 
We have trimm'd them Gan, . 
And their amn taken, 9 


* 9 
- * : 
—— — — — — — — — 
1 _l , > 4 * = ated * — 9 
* ä * 1 a 9 —— | 
* 
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* * 


Now the Duteh, like the. F cenchj 
Muſt their boaſt Ts AWC 
4" „ 


While we ee bet 


On the wile"readhig nan, PI 
Our rights to maintain, „ 
30 The bold Britifh' thunder aig fe Wr 2 i 


4 


k 
G HE | 
7 
| 
| 


| From morning' till night 5 1 
| They continued. the bt. paſo. | 
* And like jy boys cried „ 2 
E My brave Hap. fe. n 
Tho' a long time and. 1 
x By lofles in trade, | Adr dio 101 by 
"a Yet our ſpirit you find is not broke) 
Though our inſolent foes, tagt CUT 2 
Together oppoſe, N : 
. They ne'er can enſlave hearts 5 *. 1 | 
Fl a My braye boys, Se. ad 0269 L ; 


1 Rodney and Hughes, | 

| Then ſing now, my muſe, | 3 
i Who England have held up in e e ee 
They have fought on the wave, F e 

Like Engliſhmen bra ys; Hoc 
And will be renowned in ſtor r. 
My W 1 
2 8 _Y 


FR 
— . Fx © 1 
- * 4 3: * 
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1 


Nothing could make her Dickey quiet, 


\ 


((28-) 
; Ti Corio c e 
WAS in a villig&veat Callleburys.... _. x. 
T A "obler ſhi wife.did 7 74 1 


* 


And for a time no two ſo merry, 


Their happineſs no tongue can tel! 
But mortal joys, alas | are fleeting, . a4, 3 
And little things oft cauſe much ſtriſe; ht 
For going to a merry meeting 


The man got drunk and beat his wife. 24 bad N 


But tho? he us'd her ſo unrulyy, I 
Then what did this good creature do, 
Now mark my ſongy Ii tell yon aas 
For other things ſhe had in view. os ; 
A jolly landlord and his © Se 4 4 


Full oft had view'd her comely charms, 
And with her beauties ſo entrapt, Sir, 
They each one wiſh'd her in his arms. 


6 
* 
V - : 
* 
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iner ende 
Then ſhe, to wound her, unkind dear, 
To each. her favours ſeemed to give 
And all the folks in Caſtlebur y,, 
Soon ſaw how jealous they did live. 
Fel nb voni od fig 
Now topſy turvy, Noiſe and iot, . 1 5 
And all their furniture wis ſold, 


Until his wife ſhe did unfold': 


| $1 
Dick, I fo archly have contrived, 
Both with the man and mafter too A 


Each of a purſe of gold deprived, 
Which now my dear, I bring to you. - 


Now Dickey's heart it ſoon relented, ©  . 
And love did in his boſom burn, | 
His former uſage he repented. 14 


So to his dame made this return: 


No more, my dear, will I be jealous, 
But ever be both kind and true, 
IM laugh at love pretending fellows, ' - 

And will rejoice with only you. 


Now Dick he whiſtles in his tall, Sir, i 
b Thumps the hammer, minds his end. 
And uſes both his peg and awl, * 5 


Pray what can mortal more pretend? 


Sung by Mr . Suett.. 


COME then all ye Social Powers, 
Shed your influence, d er us - » 
Crown with joy the preſent hour, T 


& Enliven thoſe before us. a 
Bribg the aſk; the myſic bring, 
oy thall quickly od ut, - 
Drink and dance, and laugh and ſing, 
And caſt dull 9 behind us. 
3 


( 39, 5 


Frindſhip, with thy pow 'r divine, 
Brighten all our features 

What but frindſhip, love and wine, | 
Can make us happy creatures. 


Bring the bee. 2 


- _= 


Source of gen rous paſſions; nb v1 
But will ne'er boy down before 
Thoſe idols, wealth and faſhions. 2 


. the flaſk, Sec. 


4 Love, thy godhead I "A 17M 


1 Why the plague ſhould we be fad, oY 
| Whilſt on earth we moulder ? | oY 4 
Whether merry, grave or mad, 

- WE every day grow older. 4 1 


Bring the flaſk, &e. 


* 
* 


The Union of Love and Wine. 
"Ip - « tK13 en > iv 


WITH women and wine J defy ev'ry care, 
; For life without theſe is a babble bf air; 
For life without theſe, c. mew 
Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of, ſpirits enliven my ſout „ 


Each e * N 5 | 


»” 6 * # — o & 


* * — 


| (5.842 2) 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, © 
I never ſhall alter my conduct for them 
I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 
Let 'em have their own humour and I will have 

mine. e ee er 17 1104 


, = 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 
Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the fuel of lone; 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 
As when Mars bound his head with à branch from 
the vine. : Nea ni fould ou 28 


Then come my dear charmer, thou nymph balf 
INF ET 233 
Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with 
wine; 
Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 
The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ft thou my paſſion for wine diſaþprove 


4 


My bumper I'll Quit to be bleft with ty joe :; 


For rather than forfeit the joys of my lats, 


My bottle J break, and demoliſh my glaſs. 


to I 2 


Faith _—_ uo o + 


The Sea Fight, © 
Hai ah aki 


gT AND to your guns my hearts of oak ' 
Let not a word on board be ſpoke, * 
Victory ſoon will crown the jokes, 
Be flent and be ready. 59 llach 21s 5 


— 
d., 
- 


* 


| Not, nor yet—reſerve your _ 
I do defare, 


Arickle down her batter'd ſide, 
She.ſinks, ese to the bottom down ſhe ** 


8 prow high, blow low, let tempeſt tear, 


Shall brave all danger, ſcorn 2 "fear, 


In hopes on ſhore to be once more, 


And this ſhall be my ſong; 15. 


C 32 3 


| Ram home your: and ſpun them well, " 
Let he COS will 2 1 


The! carnonsroar ſhould ſound their knell, - 
Be ſteady 3 boys, be Ready. © } 


Now the cloments do rattle, 
The Gods amaz'd behold the baule, 
A broadſide, my boys. 


See the blood in purple tide, 


— 


Hurl deſtruction on your foes, 5 


Blow a Blows len 


The mainmaſt by the board, 
My beart with Na of thee. my dear, 
* And love well ftor'd, 


The'toaring waves, the faging ſea, 


Safe moor'd with thee, 


Aloft, while mountains high we go, 
The whiſtling winds that ſeud dab. — 

And the ſusgs:roating from below, 
Shall my ſigpal be to —— mnt 


| * TOY 4 , 
1 - 
| { 
_ AT. 


( 33+ :} 
And on that night when all the ſhips crew, g 
In 1 of their former lives, LA 
O'er flowing canns of fliprenew, | 
And drink to their ſweethearts and their wives, 5 


. 


he burthen of my,ſopg ſhall bee 
' Blow high, blow low, let tempeſt tear, 
he mainmaft by the board. 
My heart with thoughts of thee my dear, 
And love well ſtor d. 
Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, | 
The roaring winds, the raging/ſea,; :. + + 45 
In hopes on ſhore, to. de once more. 


=) res OY 
afe moor d with thee. „ — © * a 
TY Its » $$.35., 44 7-4 - 2 A 

4 ; ' 3 ; : — 441148 on = —_— 


1499” ot S%L- T I * 
+ .- © © Phelit's Reſolution. 2% 
+7 2644 Ceo boog 12 A 915 
AYS Phelim no longer in Ireland PH fray, , 
I've got ſo much money my debts I cau't-pay, 
will go to England and paſs for a lord, 7 


Sing Ballinamone ora, an Engliſh lady for me. 
: a — | „ ws vac ics 3098 doi 
s- travel long bow the people will ſtare, '/7 
t my coach and fix h | | 
won't fleep on the road, nor make no delays, 
* $2 4 ; . 4 $ ” 7 

ut left I be weaty, III go in ten days. 
* „ Nate 


45> 


Il — ſigh, 11; heave a ſigh, and think on 
And as the ſhip rolls on the ſeae , 


\ bag-wig by my;fide, n my head a long ſword, 


fix horſes drawn. by an old mare, 


Sing Ballinamone ora, &cs 


— 


1 . 1 mar tears — 2 * 0 „ * | : 


( 849 
And when I arrive ſafe at London by . | 
I'll lodge as St. James's, or elſe at Bear 
I'll fence at aſſemblies, play at cards at 2 b 7, 
And court ſome rich heireſs worth wathing at All; 
Sing Ballini moe gra, &e. 


Each day I will walk al around ctoſs the Park,, 
Each moon. nin night, boar noon when 'tis WT 


#4 5 + ey 79 


With —_ laced over, the Yea to alarm, _ 
And my hat in my hand v0 Keep my wig warm. 


. Sing Ballinamaneora, Wh 


Each night _ the blaß in AY bh "will g. int, 
And tell ſome rich widow fits mae 170 * 
Than Pluto, or Vulcan, r god 12 el of ue 
And with my fine 1 her heart T1] — 
Ling Balliaamone ora, &c. . 


Pl drink her ak 1a when I dine every worn, 
And give her a fine Giver eup made of horn, 
Ih —— verſes on her in. profe and in rhyme, 
And ſend her too Jetters by poſt at one time. 


2.3: Sing Ballivamone ora, &c, 


Each . at Sip toilet when ſhe riſes from bed 
W henflie combs her bands, and waſhes her head, 
With my eyes very modeſt, Þ Il Rare, in her face, 
And tell her for love my guts burn and blage. 
12 Ballinamone cra, &c, 


(8) 
PI! perſuade her to wed in a day 6: two more, 8 
Next morning betimes at noon about four, 
To church Iwill carry my beautiful bride, 


On a pillion before mis elle by my left ide. 
sing Ballinamone ora, &c. 


And anch we are 6 partie the drums, they halt 


N rin ng, 
The bells t „wan beat, and the fidler mall üg, 
o Dublin VII 74 my charmer ftraitway, _ 


4 


In the r rt gre making, of hay. | 
in e Ballinamone ora, Kc. | 
* nt Mac Mahon T'll iavite to the feaſt, 


Vhe e and muttton for fauee nen, 
\rrack en made of whiſky, i in | bumpers wat 


u. 


7 
"ke, ind all” * relations _ come to the ſhow. 
bing Ballinanione ora, &c; 
"erty . —— | - 


EB. Py who f Trice TY Ne 1a 
— warmth of W 


ho with whining and-pining'grow Mu and . 


flat, 
cept a. — of—Lauwgh' and Grow 
Laugh<h4! ha! ha? Ke. | 


. 
Of excellent yirtues, and well known to cure, 
Moft griefs. that the body or mind do endbre; 
It does eaſe all the troubles bad fortune begat, 
When once your acquainted with—Laugh andi 


grow fat. 
| e Laugh—ha! ba! ha! 
The Methodiſt Preacher, with well - feigned rage 
May laugh at the folly and vice of the age 
So dull is his nonſenſe, Tſo formal bis chat, 


That I am refolv'd to- Laugh and grow fat. 
vated Laugh—ha ha! hal &c. 


Now come you briſk ſouls, and aſſiſt me to dray 
To lengthen the chorus af—ha ! ha ha 10 
Thoꝰ fortune frown on us, what care we for that 
We ſcorn all its terrors, and Laugh and gro 


1 fat. 1* 1» 
— ha |! Kc 
5 Laugh ba]! ha! ha! Ke. * 


\ 


Sung at V. auxhall. 
OU fay ſhe's fair; tis no ſuch matter, 
| 'Tis not her glaſs, but you that flatter z 
And few that beauty e er can fpy, „ 
Which ſtrikes the partial lover's eye. 
| ey BY 


Phcebe, my council pray approvee 

Thank heav'n for a good man's love: 

All markets will not pay your price, 

So ſtrike the bargain in a trice. 1 5 
13 iin 
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(5.37; 3 
' Written by Mr, Churchill, | 


A Jolly briſk tar, but a little time ſince, 
*% As bold as a beggar, as drunk as a prince, 
n and pell foul of an ale-houſe, and thinking it fin 
To paſs without calling, reel'd jovial in. 
Derry down, &c. 


Scarce ſeated was he, when the landlord pe 
by, 

ith pudding and beef, which attraQted Jack's 
eye; | 

By the main-maſt, a ſail, boys ! then he leaps, 


dray from his place, 
ha And graſping his bludgeon, gave orders for chace. 
that Derry down, &c. | 


Now it happen'd together ſome Frenchmen were 
met, 

Peſolving ſoup-meagre and frogs to forget, 
,onvinc'd of their error, commanded this feaſt, 
To be dreſt and fſerv'd up in the 1 der alle. 

Derry down, &c. 


er At the heels of the landlord the ſailor appears, 
and makes the room ring with three Britiſh, 
cheers ; 
: hen he ſits himſelf down without further de- 
"OS _— 
f And claps an old quid in his next neighbour's 
plate. 


Derry down, &c. E 
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Sure nothing could equal the Frenchmens fur. 
prize, 
When they ſhrugg'd up their ſhoulders, and turn'd 
up their eyes; 
From one dropt a ha, and the other a hem, 
All gap'd at the landlord, the landlord at them, 
Derry down, &c. 


One, more bold than the reſt, by his wit $ 
advice, 
Made a ſneaking attempt to come in for a ſlice ; 
Jack, cutting his hand, quickly gave him a 
check, | 
Cry'd down with your arms, or I'll ſoon ſweep 
the deck. 
Derry down, &c. 
The landlord enrag'd, now approach'd from afar, 


7 And ſneaking behind, ſeiz'd the arms of the tar; 


I have him, ſays he; but he cou'd ſay no-more, 
Ere he found his dull pate woe his heels ſtood 
before. 
Derry down, &c. 


The — thus ſprawling, the F renchmen 


unite 
Each takes up his knife and prepares for the fight; 
Of quarters, cries Jack, I would not have you 
think ; 
Strike, fees you frog-eaters, ftrike, ſtrike, or you 


Derry down, &c, 


4 
So ſaying, he handled his truſty oak ſtick, 
And pour'd in his broadſides ſo ſtout and ſo thick; 
Well play'd his part, in a minute, that four 
Were decently laid with their hoſt on the floor. 
Derry down, &c. * 
For reſt all diſmay'd at their countrymens fate, 
The fear that Jack's ſtick ſhould. alight on their 
pate, | 33 
Acknowledg'd him victor and lord of the main, 
Withal humbly entreating to bury their ſlain. 
Derry down, &c. 1 
Three cheers than he gave, but inſiſted that they, 
For the beef, for the pudding and porter ſhould 


pay : 
They Jax APY ſo the ſailor reel'd off with his 
wench; . 2g on 9 14 
And ſung as he reel'd, Down, down with the- 
French. — 912 0090 ο | 
Derry down, &c. 1 
De Female Dueliſl. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


So 


SINCE all ſo nicely take offence, 
And pinking is the faſhion, 

I ſoon ſhall find a good pretence 
For being in a paſſion, 


E 2 
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If any on my dreſs or air, 
To jeſt dare take occaſion; 
By female honour I declare, 
I'll have an explanation! 


If you're too free, or full of play, 

By Jove! my lads, I'll cure ye; 

And if too cold you turn away, 
You']l rouze a. very fury. 


A law is ev'ry thing I fay ; 

No ſwain ſhall call me cruel : 
Who e're my will ſhall diſobey, 
- -— Gives ſignal for a duel. © © 


A very Amazon am I, | 
And various weapons carry; 
I've glance ing ligbtning in my eye, 


And tongue —a ſword to parry. 


Even let him arm with what be will, 


With Cupid's bow and arrow 
You ſoon ſhall fee my man V11 kill, 
As eaſy as a ſparrow. , 


Sang in Mother Shipton. | 
O heal the ſmart a bee had made” | | 


Upon my Chloe's face, 
Honey upon her check ſhe laid, 
And bade me kiſs the place. 


' 
i 


(41) 
Pleas'd I obey'd, and from the wound. 
Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart, 


The honey on my lips I found, 
The ſting within my heart, 


FR , 


Sung at Ranelagh, 


WHAT ſhepherd or nymph of the grove. , 
Can blame me for dropping A tear, 
Or lamenting aloud, as Irore, 
Since Phcebe no longer i is here? 
My flocks, if at random they ſtray, 
What wonder, if ſhe's 1 he "plains * 
Her hand they were wont to obey: 
She rul'd both the ſheep and che wains. 


Can Jever forget how we ftray'd: 143 = 
To the foot of yon neighbouring bill, nl 
To the bow'r we had built in the Hunde: 2720 
Or che river that runs by the mill! oo 
There, ſweet, by my ſide as ſhe lay, iz 10 
And heard the fond {tories I told, [1 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the W 
Or tae bleating of lambs from the fold? 


- a <—/ t 
8 
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How oft wou'd I ſpy out'a charm, 

Which before had been hid from my view! 
And, while arm was infolded in arm, 

. My WY to her Ups ＋ 7 wad grew ! 


- 
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i How long the ſweet conteft would laſt ! p 2 
| Till the hours of retirement and „ 
What pleaſures and pain each had paſt, +1 

Who longelt had lov'd, and who belt, 


. 


No changes of place, or of time, 

I felt when. my fair one was near; 
Alike was each weather and clime. 

Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the year; 
In winter's rude lap did we freeae 
Did we melt on the boſom, of May? 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, | 
If we roſe up to work or to play, _ 
She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk 5,, _ 
She had all the kind-gods could impart; 
— She was nature's/moſt beautiful tac 
The deſpair and the envy of the art:: 
There all that is worthy to prize, 0. 
In all that was lovely was dreſt: 
Fot the graces were thron'd in her eyes, 

And the virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 


” ? ; : 


nr; 7 6 - C2 
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* Sung in Camus. b 


* HE wanfon god, who pierces hearts, 1 4 
Dips in gall his; pointed darts; _ 1 
But the nymph diſdains A v 


Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 


N 0 7 


Farewel E when they're deva | 
If 'm ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy d, 

Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 

To rid me of dull company 


| id 6 (P5190 Yin 
They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe, 


] love them much, but more my eaſe : 
No jealous fears m at love moleſt, 
Nor % ithleſs vows thall break my reſt. 


Why ſhould they eber giv! ive ie,, I 807 7 
0 1 


Who to give me joy diſdain ? 
All I hope of mortal man 
Is to love me while he can. 


} 


8 ung ar Vaurball. 


Taz Jowlkng lads think they maſt Woh 
But O they're vain and idly gaudy; 


How much unlike the graceful mien, 


And manly looks of my highland laddie. 
O my bony highland laddie z 


** handſome charming highland taddie 3 5 


May heav'n ſtill guard and love reward, 


*: he lowland laſs and her 1 laddie. os 


If I were free at will to chuſe 

To be the wealthieſt lowland lady; 
I'd take young Donald in his trews, | . 
With bonner Ble "_ belted pays. 


ry 


? 
* 


r 


No greater joy, I'll e'er pretend, 

Than that his love prove true and ſteady; 

Like mine to him, which ne'et ſhall end, 

While heav'n preſerves my highland laddie. 
O my bonny, &, _ 


. The Vicar and Moſes, 


AT the ſign of the horſe, old Spintext of courſe, 
Each night took his pipe and his pot; 

Ober a jorum of nappy, quite pleaſant and happy, 

Was plac'd this canonical fot. / M 


The evening was dark, when in came the clerk, 
With reverence due and ſubmiſſion; 7 > 4 
_ Firſt ſtrok'd his cravat, then twirl'd round his hat; 

And bowing, prefer'd his petition. | 
I come, Sir, ſays he, to beg, d'ye ſee, 

Of your reverened worſhip and glory 

To enter a poor baby, with as much ſpeed as 
And I'll walk with a lanthorn before you. 
The body we'll bury, but pray where's the hurry? 

Why lord, Sir, the corpſe it does ſtajß ; 
You fool hold your peace, ſince miracles ceaſe, 
A corpſe, Moſes, can't run away xy. 


Tol de rol, Ce. | 


( 45 ) 
Then Moſes he ſmil'd, ſays, Sir, a ſmall child, 
Cannot long delay _ intentions; 


Why that's true, by St. Paul, a child that is ſmall, 
Can never enlarge its dimenſions. 


: 


Bring Moſes ſome beer, and _ me fome, dye 
hear? 
I hate to be call'd from my liquor, 
Come Moſes, the King, tis a ſcandalous thing, 
Such a ſubject ſhould be but a Vicar. 


Then Moſes he ſpoke, Sir, tis paſt twelve o ock, 
Beſides there's a terrible ſhow'r; . | 
Why Moſes, you elf, ſince the clock has firuck 
twelve, 
I'm ſure it can never ſtrike more. 


Beſides, my good friend, this leſſon attend, 
Which to ſay and to ſwear I'll be bold, 
That the corpſe, ſnow or rain, can't endanger, 
that's plain, 
But perhaps you or I may take cold. 


Then Moſes went on, Sir, the clock has fruck 
one, 
Pray maſter look up at the hand, 
Why it ne'er can ſtrike leſs, tis a folly to preſs 
A man for to go—that can't ſtand. , 


At length hat and cloak, old orthodox took, 
But firſt cramm'd his jaw with a quid; 

Each tipt off a jill, for fear they ſhould chill, 
And then ſtagger'd away fide by fide, 


(.46 ) | 


When come to the m the clerk humm'd'a 


ſtave, 
* Whilſt > 6 ſurpliſe was ' wrapp'd round the 
prieſt; 
Whilſt fo droll was the figure of . Moſes and 
"SE Vicar, 


Tbat the pariſh Rill talk of the jeſt, 


Good people let's pray, put the corpſe t'other 
way, 
Or perchance I ſhall over it ſtumble, 
*Tis beſt to take care, tho' the ſages declare 
A mer tum caput can t tremble. | 


Woman that's born of man, that's wrong, the 
leaf's torn, 
Oh! man that is born of a woman, 
Can't continue an hour, but's, Cut down like 2 
flower, 


Vou ſee, Moſes,—death ſpareth no man! 


Here, Moſes, do look, what a confounded book, 
Sure the letters are turn'd upſide down, 
Such a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil is in't, 
That this Strahan ſhould print for the crown. 


Prithee Moſes, you read, for T'cannot proceed, 
And bury the corpſe in my ftead, 
(Amen, Amen.). 
Why Moſes you're wrong, pray hold ſtill your 
tongue, 
Lou've taken the tail for the head. 


q 


e ; 
- OT s thy ſting death put the corpſe in 
the earth, 
For believe me, it's terrible weather. 
So the corpſe was interr'd, without praying a 
word, 


And away they both ſtag er'd together, 
ka 3 tol de rol, &c. 


| Sherwood Farreft. 


As blithe as the linnet ſings in the green wood, | 
So blithe we'll wake the morn, 
And thro” the foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
We'll wind our bugle horn. 


he ſheriff attempts bold Robin Hood to take, 

Bold Robin diſdains to fly : 

et him come when he will, we'll in merry Sher- 
wood, 

Or vanquiſh boys or die. 


Dur hearts they are ſtout, and our bows they are 
ood, 

And well their maſter know, | 

hey're cull'd in the foreſt of merry Sherwood, 

And ne'er will ſpare a foe. 


Dur arrows ſhall drink of the fallow deer's blood, 
We'll hunt them o'er the plain, 

And thro? the wide foreſt of merry Sherwood, 

No ſhaft ſhall wb in vain, 


(48) 


Brave Scarlet and John who were never ſubdued; 

Gave each his hand ſo bold, "RE 

We'll reign thro” the foreſt of merry Sherwood 
What ſay my hearts of gol. 


| Sung in the Waterman, | 


THEN farewell my trim built wherry, 
Oars, coat, and badge farewell, _ 
Never more at Chelſea ferry, | 
Shall your Fhomas take a ſpell. 
Then farewell, &c. 


But to hope and peace a ftranger, 
In the battle's heat I go, 
Where, expos'd to ev'ry danger, 
Some friendly ball fhall lay me low. 
Then farewell, &c. N 


Then mayhap, when home wards ſteering; 
With the news my meſmates come, 
Even you, my ſtory hearing, | 
With a ſigh may cry poor Tom 
Then farewel, &c. 8 


| \ (5-49) 
ed; ; AID UP 
Sung in the Capricious Lovers. 


d, 


Bull wiſdom 1 hate and deteſt ;. 
Not a wrinkle is there 


* a4 


Which is furrow'd by care, | 


Cid Uo WV =» »« £4 
3 9 
- © * & 


And my heart is as light as the beſt, 
When I look. on my boys, 
They renew my palt joys; 
Iyſelf in my children I fee; | 
While the comforts I find 
In the kingdom my mind, 
pronounce that my Kingdom is free, 


* + 
3 


In the days I was young, 


Oh! Icaper'd and ſun g, 


he laſſes came flocking apace; 
But now turn'd of threeſcore, 
] can do ſo no more, 
hy then let my boy take my place. 
Of our pleafures we crack, | 
For we {till love the ſmack, 

\nd chuckle o'er. what we have been; 
Yet why ſhould we repine, 
You've had your's, I've had mine, 

d now let our * begin. 


| THO features, I'm told, 
Are grown wrinkl'd and old. 


b 
bf 
bi 
\ 
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Sung in the Strangers at Home, 
PYeNc Roger, the ploughman, who want 


a mate, 
Went along with his daddy a courting to Kate; 
With noſegay ſo large, in his holiday cloaths, 
(His hands in his pockets) away Roger goes. 
Now he was as bafhful as baſhful could be, 
And Kitty, poor girl, was as baſhful as he: 
So he bow'd, and he ſtar'd, and he let his hat fal 
Then he grinn'd, fcratch'd his head, and ſaid : 

thing at all. | 


If aukward the ſwain, no {leſs aukward the mai 
She ſimper'd and bluſh'd, with her apron fir 
play'd, | | 


· Till theold folks impatient to have the thing do 


Agreed that young Roger and Kate ſhould be or 
In ſilence the young ones both nodded aſſent ; 


Their hands being join'd, to be married they we 


Where they anſwer'd the Parſon with voices 
ſmall, 


You'd have ſworn that they both had ſaid nothit 
; at all, 


But mark what a — the courſe of a wet 


Kate quite left off bluſhing Roger boldly co 


ſpeak ED Fd 
Cou'd joke with his deary; laugh loud at the jef 
She could coax too and fondle as well as the beſt 
And aſham'd of paſt folly the've often declar'd 
'To —_— young' folks who at courtſhip a 
car'd, | 


Tf 2 
| 


(ign;) 


It at firſt to your aid ſome aſſurance you'll call, T 
hen once your us'd to't tis nothing at all, 


Sung in the Strangers at Home. 41 


HEN up to London firſt J came, 
An aukward country booby, 
I gap'd, and ſtar'd, and did the fame 
As ev'ry other looby. A 
ith countenance demurely ſet, 
doff'd my hat to all I met. "RP 
With—*< Zir, your humble ſervant!“ 


Alas! too ſoon I got a wife; 
And proud of ſuch a bleſſing. 
he joy and buſineſs of my life 
as kiſſing and careſſing. 
was ec charmer ! ſweeting ! duck, and dove? 
\nd I o'er head and ears in love, 11 
Was Cupid's humble fervant, 


© But when the honey- moon was paſt, 
„Adieu to tender ſpeeches! , _. 
« Ma'am lov'd quadrille, and loſt too faſt, 
« I ſwore I'd wear the breeches. 
<< I ſtorm in vain—reſtraint ſhe hates : 
„Adieu!“ ſhe cries,. “ the party waits; 
«© My dear! your humble ſervant !” 


She's gone, poor girl ! and in my cot, 
With friend and bottle ſmiling, 
I'd envy not a higher lot, 
Thecdious hours beguiling ] 
| arts 2 


(52), 
If care peeps in, I'm buſy,then,  _,, | ; 
1 nod—defire hell call again, 2042 3010 | T 
And am his humble ſervant. ” 
Since life's a jeſt; as wiſe ones aps © "ed By 
Tis beſt employed in laughing 
And come what trowning cates there mays. | 
My antidote, is quotiing;; 1:4 3618 + 
I'm ever jovia 2}, gay, and fre, 
For this is my philoſoph y 4 4 7 
And n humble ee d view b * 


. ® © " 9 . — Lag "4 
Se 1 


Lung i in 'the Der: 2%. * 


Gig Iſaac the ph who „b besütys can n boa, 
But health and good- humour to make her his 
toaſt; LET 
If Rraight 1 don't mitis; whethe# gender or fat, 
Or ſix foot or four, we'll ge ber qe for that. 
 We&'!l ne'gr, Kc. 


"7 1 N , 


W hate'er her e I vow I don” t care, 
If brown it is laſting, more pleafing if fair; 
And tho” in her cheeks I no dim ples {hou'd ſee, 
Let her ſmile, and each dell is a dimple to me. 

A Loet her, &c, 


Let her looks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, 
And her eyes may be faith any colour but green; 
For in eyes tho' ſo various the luſtre ang hue, 
I lwear I've no choice, only let her have two, 

we let her, &c. 


(53) 


'Tis true I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her baaæk 
And white teeth I own are genteeler than black ; 
A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 1 
But I only deſice—ſhe may'nt have a beard, | 
- | She mayn't, &c. | 


_ — — 
W a 
we 


My Noſe. # 
WH ILE people call'd poets, in blank verſe, or 


rhime, 
þ Pindarics, or Epics compoſe, 
And celebrate her ves in ſonnets ſublime, 
My ſubject, is fimply,—my noſe. 


he Iirge noſe and long one, thereby hangs a tale; 
A tale the old ſchoaliſts ſuppoſe; 

x noſcitur naſe—but proverbs may fail, 

I hind it in faith, —by my noſe: 


he boys of conceit bluſhing merit deride, 
For coxcombs are mo1e/?y's foes ; 

challenge the ſons and the daughters of Pride 
To move ſuch a—muſcular noſe. 


„ {Wronetheus, tis faid, form'd our animal clay, 
For quickning to Alber he roſe; _ 

«cl (car that ſome p entice, when he was awa , 

n, A littls aſide ſuov d —my noſe. 


preſume, — but, perhaps, tis preſumption to ſay, 

£ [ even preſumeto ſuppoſe, 8 

ſhould ſet myſelf up in the ſong ſinging way, 
When I ought to ſet downwi—my noſe. -. 


_ 4 
„ ww * — 8 — by 
. r - N —— — W 1 ” Joy 3 . „ 9 G . i you , d 
* 3 *_ — 


5 
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My ſong therefore ends, —now a toaſt with your 
leave — 1 
May vi ſdom our councils compoſe, 
May Britons be friends, and forget and forgive, 
And at faction each turn up his noſe, 


. 8 The Line Vault, 
(cOntented I am, and contented T'1] be, 


For what can this world more afford, 
Than a laſs who will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar as ſociably ſtor'd, 
2 My brave boys 


My vault door is open, deſcend ev'ry gueſt; 
Try that caſæ—aye, that caſk well try; 
Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 
And as bright as her cheeks to the eye, 
My brave boyz, 


In a piece of ſlip hoop, ſee my candle is ſtuck, 
»Twill light us each bottle to hand; | 
The foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 
As I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand, 
| My brave boys 


Aftride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be firod, 
I gallop the bruſher along ; | 
Like grape blefling Bacchus, the good fellow's god, 
And a ſentiment give, or a ans + | 
| My brave boys 


your 


ive, 


(55) 


We __ where we fit, though the oozing drops 
eem ; th 
With pe: rl; the moiſt wall; to emboſs 
From the arch, duſky cobwebs in gothick taſte 
ſtream ' 
Like ſtucco-work cut out of moſs, 
My brave boys, 


When the lamp is brimſul how the taper flame 
ſhines, _ 12 8 | 
Which when moiſture is wanting decays ; 
Replenifh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or elſe there's an end of my blaze, , 


My brave boys. 


Sound thoſe pines. they're in tune, and thoſe bin 
are well fill'd, 8 
View that heap of old hock in your rear: 
Von bottles of Burgundy, mark how they're pil'd, 
Like Artillery, tier over tier, 
My brave boys, 


My cellars my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſk, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review ; | 
When! caſt my eyes round, I contider my caſks, 


As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue, 
My brave boys. 


Like Macedon's madman my glaſs ll enjoy, 
Defying nyp, gtavel, or gout 3 8 
He cry'd when he had no more world's to deſtroy, 
Tü weep when my liquor is out, | 
| My brave boys. 


(55) ) 


On their * ſome have ſought, and as ſtout] 
wi | 
When reeling, I roll on the floor; 


Then my legs muſt be loſt, fo II. drink as J lie, 


And dare the beſt Buck to do more, 
My braves boys 


Tis: my will when I die, not a tear ſhall be ſhed 


No His Facet.be cut out on my wore. ; 
But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And by that Jts Ng is done, 
ein | | My brave boy 


Sung in the Strangers at Home. 


G29? Sir, in vain you bend your brow, 
And look fo queer, I know not bow, | 
And ſet your arms a kimbo: 5 
My Jaughter you en, 
Ob! hof ho! ho! 
Ha! ha] ha! ha! 
So pleaſant is the joke. ty 


If, fir, I choſe to try my ill 
Of fencing, ſoon you'd have your fill; 
But mighty Signior Whiſkers, 
With you I won't engage, 
Oh! ho! ho! ho! 
. Ha! ha! ha! ha! | F 


A fig for all your rage. 


as ſtoutly Nay, pry thee friend, don't draw N ſword : 


(57 ) 


I than't draw mine upon my word; 14 


Nor could I fight for laughing, 


as 1 lie Were I to look at buus 27 
. Oh F bel he l !! 5 | | 
ves boys Ha haf hs! bet Win ke 
3 And ſo ſweet ſir, adeu.. . ; * 
be ſhed, (4.3 94: b A 


E . * 


Sung in the $ bee at e 


ve boys, WHEN firſt Te; ür, to ogle the ladies, 


W, 


And ſoft Poe to ſay as a mee tellow's 


trate is: . 
Whilſt with rapturous praiſes 1 duell on each 
feature, 


If I flole a ly kiſs was fye, you wicked creature; 
But ſoon in tones lower and tofter and ſweeter, 
Half pleas'd they would wanne _ e 
| Creature! | ; 


Indeed my nden no eallantry heeded; 

Each Evening new mne to conqueſts ſuc- 
ceeded, 

Perplex'd bow ſo many fond claims l ſhould parry, 

To ſettle them all, 1 reſolv'd, faith, to marry ; 

And preſs'd lovely Laura, in language ſtill fweeter, | 

Till bluſhing, ſhe whiſper” dT: m 82 850 you. 
wicked creature. 


a 
&# 


| Tur Britiſh lion is my ſign, 
A 


(0:38) 


; Sung in Fontainbleau, 


roaring trade I drive on; 


Right Engliſh uſage, — neat French wine 


A landlady may thrive on. 
At table d'hotte, to eat and drink, 
Let French and Engliſh mingle, 


And while to me they bring the chink, 


Faith, let the glaſſes jingle; | 
a Your rhano rattle, come 
Men and cattle, come 
All to Mrs. Caſey; 
1 Of trouble and money, 
My jewel, my honey, 
I warrant 1 make you eaſy. 


When dreſt and ſeated in my bar, 
Let ſquire, or beau, or belle come, 


Let captains kiſs me if they dare, 


It's, fir, you're kindly welcome | 
On Shuffle, Cog, and Slip, I wink 
Let Rooks and Pigeons mingle, 
And if to me they bring the chink, 

Faith let the glaſſes jingle. 


©». Your rhino rattle, come, &c. 


Let love fly here on filken wings, 


His tricks I ſtill connive at; 
The lover who ſhould ſay ſoft things, 
Shall have a room in private. 
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Nn pleaſure I am pleas'd to wink, 
So lips in kiſſes mingle, 


For while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the glaſſes jingle. 


Your rhino rattle, come, &c. 


Sung in Fontainbleau. 


PEEP PII do the beſt I can 
To pleaſe ſo kind a gentleman : 
You lodge with us, and you ſhall ſee, 
How eareful poor Nannette will be ; 
So nice, ſo neat, ſo clean your room, 
With bow pots for the ſweet perfume : 
9 pleafe you, ſir, 
When you get up, 
Vour * — 5 
In china cup, 
Dinner, deſert, 
And bon ſoupier: 
Sir, mon honneur, at night you be 
With waxen taper lit to bed, | 
By poor Nannette your chambermaid, 


Sang in the poor Soldier. 


THE Spring with ſmiling face is ſeen, 
To uſher in the May; 
And nature clad in mantle green, 


All ſprig'd with flow'rets gay: 


1 65 


The feather'd ſongſters of the grove, 
Then join in harmony and love. 


The lark that ſoaring eleaves the ſkies,” © 
Lo builds her humble neſt ; 
The rambling boy that finds the prize, 
Is ſure ſupremely bleſt. 
For when the tuneful bird is flown, 
He haſtes, and marks it for his own. 


Sung in Roſina. | 
| WW HEN the roſy morn appearing, 


Bees on banks of thyme diſporting, 
Sip the ſweets, and hail the dawn. 


Warbling birds the day proclaiming, 
Carol tweet the lively ſtrain, =. 
They forſake their leafy dwelling, 
To ſecure the golden grain. 


| See, content, the humble gleaner, 
Take the ſcatter'd ears that fall! 
Nature, all her children viewing, 


. | Kindly, bounteous, cares for al 


% c ; 4 


2 


Paints with gold the verdant lawn, 


— 


| G61 0 : W 
Sung in Harleguin Free-Mafon. | 
T* bleak and froſt morning, | E | 


All thought of danger ſcorning, 
Our ſpirits buy " if 
All in a glow, 

Thro' the ſparkling ſnow, - 

While a ſkaiting we go, 

ith a fa, la, Ja, la, Is, la, Ia, 

To the ſound of the merry horn. 


flow, 


From right to left we te plying. 
Swifter than winds we're flying, {| 
Spheres on ſpheres ſurrounding, 
Health and ſtrength abounding : 

In circles we ſleep, 

Our poiſe ſtil] we keep, 

Behold how we ſweep, 

The face of the deep. 
ith a fa, la, la, la, &c.| 


Great Jove looks on us ſmilin 
Who thus the time beguiling, 
Where the waters he ſeal, 
Still rove on our keel, 
Our weapons. are ſteel, 
And no danger we feel, 
[ith a fa, la, la, la, &c. 


See, ſee, our train advances, 
See _ each ſkaiter —_ 
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Fealtk and ſtrength abounding, 
While horns and hautboys ſounding, 

The tritons ſhall blow, 
Their conch-ſhells below, 
And their beards fear to ſhew, 
While a ſkaiting we go, 

With a fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, 

To the ſound of the merty horn. 


Sung in the Gentle Shepherd. 
? + ga ſaid to Jenney, Jenney wilt thou dot 


Ne'er a whit, quoth Jenney, for my fortune 
good; 4 | 4 

For my fortune's good, I winna'marry thee, 

E'en's ye like, quoth Jockey, ye may let me be 


* 


I ha'e gold and gear, I'ha'e land enough, . 
I ha'e ſeven good oxen ganging in a pleugh, 
Ganging in a pleugh, and wand'ring o'er the ler 
And gin ye winma-tak me, I can let ye be. 


I've ain geud houſe and barn, and eke a bire, 
A peat · ſtack fore the door will make a ranting fire 
I'ſe make a ranting fire, and merry we will be, 
And gin you will not ha'e me, ye may let me 


Jenney ſaid toJockey, gin ye winna tell, 
Ve ſhall be the lad, I'll be the laſs myſel; 
Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 
Ye're welcomer to tak me than to let me be. 


ty 2 


n 
Father Paul, 


LET grave divines preach up dull rules 
And. moral wit refine, l 
The precepts taught in Roman ſchools, 
We friars here define, 


Ch:rus, Here's a health to father Paul, 
For flowing bowls 
Inſpire the ſouls + 
Of jolly friars all, 


When in the convent we are m 
We laugh, we juke, we fing : 
All worldly cares we there forget, 
For Father Pau's out king. 
- Here's a aun, &e, 


*(1-- 


No abſolatich we will. give, 
Ye blue-ey'd nuns, ſo fair a. 
No benediction here receive, X 


But baniſh all your care. 
Hear's a health, Kc. 


With beads and croſs, not held divine, £ 


We pray with fervent zeal 
To roſy Bacchus, god of wine, 
Who does N joy reveal. 


Here 6 A. health, Kc. 


May ev'ry friar pleaſe his nun, 
Each nun her friar pleaſe : 


G 2 
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And each alike enjoy thei fun, 
With freedom and with eaſe. 
Here's a health, &c, 


Then fill your bumpers, ſons of mirth, 
Let friars be the toaſt ; 
Long may they all exiſt on earth, 
And nuns their order boaſt. 
Here's a health, &c. 


Sung in-Two -to One. 


A PZOOKS, old Criſtys why ſo ruſty, 
Stupid, queer, and mumpy ? 

Egad, if you dont mend your manners, 
Somebody will lamp you. | | 

Lumpy, thumpy, thwack and thump, 

Pummel you, and bump-o 
Humpy, ſtumpy, make you mump, 
ick-about your rump-0, 


Did little Dicky 

Exer trick ye? 

No——1Im always civil; 
Then why ſhould,you, for my politeneſs, 

Win me at the devil ? 
Cruſty, ruſty, flout and pout, 

Did I ever trick ye? 
Fuſty, muſty, turn me out; 
Ob, poor civil Dicky ! 


— 
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A receipt I' give, 
But as I live, N 
I'd rather give him blows, br. * 
At St. Giles's he was bred ö 

Altho' he wears good hai, 85 
Noodle, Feed muns ! | 

Here's'# pretty tig, fir 


Daggers, piſtols; ſwords and guns, 4 
Oh! TH = the wig, fir. 


Sur by Ars. 8 Ut | 


OR twice twelve months had Harry ſu'd, 5 
With down-caſt looks and fighing : — 4 
Vet never caught me in the mood 
For ſoftneſs or complying: 45 
Till told b Phillis of the r 
(And ſhe, 2 was joking) 
lier ſiſter Suſan heard his love; 
Now, was not that provoking. 
Till told, &c. 


Next ev'ning, ere the ſun, was ; down, | "0 
To Suſan's cot I hied me, ** Th: 

A little after came the clown ; | +. 
He fimper'd when he ſpied me: 1 11 

Convinc'd what Phillis. ſaid was true, 
With paſſion almoſt choaking, 

bit my lips—he ſmiPd on Sue; 
Naw Was not that provoking. | | 

8 What nin &c, 

3 
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When, whiſper'd in the ear a pride. 

To ſee me vext wou'd 2 him; we 4d 

My anger I reſoly d to hide, dh 
1 o flirt, be gay, and teize him A 

To laugh as well as he, I try d. 
While Sue his check was Nene 

But ſomehow *twas SF believe I cry d; 
Now was agk. that a; groveking..: 


To laugh as well, Kt. 


Since when, I've om out to wy coſt, 
At home I'd beſt have tarry'd ; 


For Harry's'Tove I've furely oft," 
As he 2nd: Sue are marry'd. 


Lead 17 no, that 1 will, not don 97 Pal 
mu | 


But ſt end my croaking, | 
Left I ſhould loſe your: patience too, 
And * would be provoking. ö 
2 Lead: apes, &, 


i 


Sung in Two to One. 
WIEN a lover's, in the wind,” d.. 
Tho' Miſs is coy, we Ae find 
At laſt ſhe turns out wond'rous kind, 
Nor thinks a man ſo ſhockin 
A woman's frowns are but a reſt,” 
She's angry only to be preſt, 1 
And then ſhe grants her friend's requeſt, 
To let them throw the - mare i} 2 


— 22 1 


1942 — — 2 
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While Pudding · ſleeves, unites their hands, 

And fetters both in marriage bands 

John grinds, and Maly foolich ſtands. 
Toſſee the neighbours flock inn. 

But after ſupper John is led, 


* 
= 4; * 4 


"acl 
With love and liquor in bis head, j 
Tuck'd with his Molly into bed, | 

Then hey to throw the ſtocking ! 1 | 
The night ſoon paſt, the morning came, 1 
The — 5 abus dee — 5-:-—<hk 1 | 
He ſays but little, ſhe is dum. | 

The chamber door unlocking.” © 1 

But Molly who was once ſo coy, : 85 = 

, No longer now ' conceals her joy; © 3 

| She yows all day—for her dear bog We 

| | She'd tradge without a ſtocking !- | 2 ö 

c. | 


On the taking of Louiſbourg. 
STAND round, my brave boys! let uz ling | 8 


and rejoice, 


e dread neither dangers nor ſcars "3: ha, 

Cape Breton's our own, as ſure, as a gun, * 
And Boſcowen's the braveſt of tars. . 
Tho' the ſea ran ſo high we cou'd hardly get nigh, | 
And the ſurf made a terribly roar, | . 
We determin'd to land, tho' oppos'd from the op; 
ftrand ; | $ 

| 

| 

| 


And we bioldly went dump upon ſhore, -. 


* CE Hl 
2 | j 
4 | I 
” Y 
. 4 s 
4 1 


Soon their light-houſe we wok, and their co- 
Tours we ſtruck, 

And our red Engliſh croſs. on it heighten'd ; 
From their batt'ries they: run, Britiſh vengeance to 
d | ſhun 
| | For the monſieurs. were damnably frigtehn'd, 


Their ſhips of the line ſtrove to baulk our deſi ign, 
But into the harbour we row'd ; 
We damn'd their hot matches, ſoon clap'd down 
their hatches, ©” 
Burnt one, and out t'other we tow'd. 


Then the governor ſent, to W 3 
. To fave from deſtruction the town; _. 
What he alk* dus we granted, we bad what we 
wanted, 
And Louiſbourg all was our own. 


hm 


I never cou'd laugh at a "Tn ſo by half, - 
As to ſee their Iank ſoldiers and ſaflors 6 1 
By Jove, my friend Will, I thought then, and 
think ſtill, - Ha 


They were nothing but 3 journeymen taylors. 


Such glorious ſucceſs all our wropgs muſt redreſs 

And the French on- their marrow-bones bring; 

„Now let's have a dance, with your pactagre ad- 
vance, - 


And 0 God bleſs great George, on good king 


N 

] 
Ot 
ut 


669) 
| Sung in the Chaice of Harlequin. 3 
A® you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight, 


And in wedlock's ſoft hammocks to ſwing 
ev'ry night, | 


Fill your ſails with affeQion, your cabbin with love. 

. . Fill your fails, &c. 
Let your heart, like the mainmaſt, be ever 
upright, 


Of the ſhoals of indiff” rence be ſure to keep clear, 
And the quick ſands of jealouſy never come near, 
Andi the quick ſands, &c, 


If huſbands e'er hope to live, peaceable lives, 
hey muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm to 
their wives n 
For the evener we go, boys, the better we fail, 
\nd on ſhip- board the helm is ſtill ruFd by the tail. 
And on ſhip board, &c. 
hen liſt to your pilot, my boy, and be wiſe; 
f my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpi 
\ brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 
\nd a hundred to one but you double Cape Horn- 
Wige And a hundred, &c. 


and 
5. 
els, 


ig 
ad- 


- Sung in the Agreeable' Surprize. 


N the choice of a huſband us widows are nice, 
I'd not have a man would grow old in a trice3 
ot a bear, or a motikey, a clown, or a fop, 


0g 


put one that could buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop, 


If you hope that your voyage ſucceſsful ſhould prove, 


And the union you boaſt like our tackle be tight; 


| 
© 
: 
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A log I'd avoid, when. I'm chuſing my lad. 

And a ftork, that might gobble up all that I had; 
Such ſuitors Ive h- d, fir—but off they might hop, 
I want one that can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop, 


The lad in my eye is the man to; my mind, 
So handſome, ſo young, fo polite, and fo kind; 


With ſuch 3 good louf to the altar I'd pop 
He's one that can buſtle and ſtir in my _—_ 


Sung at 4 auxball. 


| Avant Britannia ſmile, TPERP = 
Smile at each, threat/ning foe 3. 
To fave this drooping iſle, | 
See Rodney ſtrikes the blow. 
For Rodney quickly will regain 
Thy ſov' reign empire o'er the main mY 


2 if i | / 


| Againſt the treachrous foss, 
And falſe allies combine; 
But vaiply they oppoſe, | 
If Rodney ſtill is thine : 
For gallant Rodney will maintain 
The Briciſh empire o'er the main. 4 


Long: may he plough the main 
Long may he victor prove : 
Rewards ſiji-ſure to gain, 
Of king and people'y, love: 
For gallant Rodney will maintain i 
The Britiſh empire o'er ty wan. | 


CET Re 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
Y OUNG Cupid is with me wherever I go, 


To ſhun the young urchin I fly to the grove, 

„nut ſoon at my elbow I find little Love. 

4; WI meet with young Strephon, the pride of the 
plain, ; 

His'ſmiles for a moment can baniſh all pain; 

Then Cupid, to teaze me, is ſure to repeat, 

© The ſmiles of your Jamie are ten times more 
ſweet.” why” 2. | 


bow'r, a 
And cham'd with the fragrance of each blooming 
flow'r ; | | 
The olet, the lily, the ſweeteſt that blows, 
He had twin'd with young mirtle, the woodbine, 
and roſe : = 
I forgot the young tyrant, and own'd to the ſwain, 
T hat this fragrant ſpot was the pride of theplain ; 
But Cupid ſtepp'd forward, and cry'd, „ tis 
a cheat, 


« The breath of your Jamie is ten time more 


« ſweet.” 


Quite angry at laſt, I cry'd, “ Let me alone, 

have ſenſe, and have ears, and I've eyes of 
emu own; ; 

« Your blindneſs and folly will lead me aſtray, 

« While prudence to Strephon's gay bow'r leads 

« the way.” 9 


He plagues me, and teazes, and vexes me ſo, 


T'other day, when reclining in Streghon's gay 
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72) 
Provok'd by my anſwer, he preſently flew, 
And brought my dear Jamie quite full in my view; 
Inſtructed by Love, be knelt down at my feet, 
And ** vows of my Jamie are true as they're 
weet. | 


Now Strephon in vain' may exhert all his power, 
With Janie contented I ſhun the gay bow'r : 

In a cottage more humble contented to dwell, 
With him I am happy, tho' humble my cell, 
To revenge me on Cupid for all my paſt pain, 
I'll bind the young rogue in a ſweet rofy chain; 
T'll cut off his wings, and tie lead to his feet, 
For = Love and my Jamie my joys are com- 

pleat, 


% 


Sung in the Qunler- 


1 Lock'd up all my treaſure, 

I journey'd many a mile; 

And by my grief did meaſure 
The paſſing time the while, 


My buſineſs done and over, 

i haſten'd back amain, 

Like an expeRing lover, 

To view it once again. 
But this delight was ſtifled 
3 As it began to dawn, 

? J found the caſket rifled, 
And all my treaſure gone. 


7 


: (93 7 
Fovial Bacehanalian; 


FE lads of true ſpii its | ay courtſhip to claret, 
Releaſed firm . ouble of t ph ck 

A fool long ago, faid 6e oxpr could knows | 
The fellow new nothin rinking. 

To pore over Plato, or pra 125 with Cato, 

Diſpaſſionate dundes might make us; 

Zut men, now more wiſe, ſelf-denial deſpiſe, 
A live by the lefſons of Bacchus, 


1 g-wig'd, in fine coach, ſee the Dor approach 
e ſolemnly up the ſtairs paces ; 


— grave —ſmells his cane —applies Anger ty 
vien, _ 
At. counts the repeats with grimaces 


s he ao pen in hand, life and death ure af at 
and — 


A toſs up which party ſhall take us. 
way with ſuch cant— no preſcription we want 
But the nouriſhing noſtrum of Bacchus, 


© jollily Join in the practice of wine, 
hile miſers midſt plenty are pining z 4 


hile ladies are ſcorning, znd lovers ate mourning, 
We laugh at wealth, Maching hing, and whining. 


rink, drink, now tis prime, tols a bottle * 


time 
He'll not gehe ſuch hafte to 0'ert: us; th 
; threats we prevent, and his cracks we cnet, 
dy the w_—_ of Bacchus. 


* 


What work is there made, bythe news-paper trade, 
Of this man's and that man's Ration ! f 
The inns are all bad, and the outs are all mad; I te 
In and out is the cry of the nation. 2 
The politic matter which both parties chatter 
From bumpering. freely ſhan't ſhake us: 
With half. pints in hand, independent we'll tafd 


To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus. 


Be your motions well tim 'd; ; be all charg'd and 
all prim'd ; 
Have a care—right and left—and make ready, 
Right hand to glaſs Join—at your lips reſt your 
wine; 
Be all in your exerciſe ſteady. 
| Our levels we boaſt, when our women we toaſt; 
May graciouſly wy undertake us 
No more we deſire— ſo drink and give fire, 


A yy to beauty and Bacchus ! ws WY h 
1 2 nud nl nd I 1 
L 


Von may do as you will,” but Pl fing aun 


care 
Vu 1 with the ſwains, and Tu. toy with 0 
> es 
For) yet unknown I may find ſpringin th 
NT 2 by. half, love and nectar to qua 
; All the days of my life thus TI frolick and lau 


{rs Wi + . 


1 
il lately there liv'd not ſo wretched an ef; 
I tended my flock, and ſought nothing but pelf ; 


ar'd little for others, but much for myſelf; 
But tis better by half, &c · 


gut wiſhes for more are all footiſh and vain, 
ad thought for to-morrow brings nothing but 
pain; ; | 
Enjoying to-day I ſhall find the beſt gain: | 
| For *tis better by half, &c. 


ome over to me all ye gay blooming throng, 
\nd take it, the way to be bleſt the year long 
s to welcome ſweet love, wine, and ſoul · cheer- 


ing ſong : eo C 
And *tis better by half, &c. 


and 


dy, 
ou 


aft; 


* . 


hen care, with his wrinkles, I give to the wind 
No mirth, from this moment, my heart is inclin'd 
m ſure of my bliſs, for the nymph will be kind: 
More happy by half, RT's 
ove and nectar to quaff ; 


Il the days of my life thus I'll frolick and laugh, 


| Sung in the Strangers at Home, 


HO” I can't walk quite ſtraight, 
And in figure — eight, 
3 D028 If 
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Make 'em dance full as well as that Scraper, 


| When your us d to t, they don't look fo frightfuly 


1 


Still circling, my legs do their duty, In 
You'll always obſerve, ( 
That a regular cure At 

Is reckon's the true line of beauty. f 
Of Orpheus they tell, 

(He who fiddles 55 well) Ga 


That his notes made hills, rocks, and trees . | 0 


So I can in my way, 
When a Solo play, 


Tho” at firſt on a ſurvey, 
Things ſeem topſey-turvey, 


Still they move, more or leſs; 
And good judges confeſs, 


e fel 
Moving proſpects arc as ways cui, 


The world's circular motion, 
I'm ſure's no falſe notion; 
F or tho ſober I nel er could believe it, 
FTruth in wine, boys, are found, 
Now I fee it turns round; 
He that's drunk can moſt plainly perceive it. 


Sung in Fontainbleau, 


* here in France, and more fool I, 
To quit my beef and pudden ; 

At ton and taſte you all willery, _ / 

Oh! yes; * Bull's a gobd'n. 


("27-3 
In air and dreſs, no travell'd mac 
Of joint ſhall put my noſe out ; 
At ſhrug and grin I've got the knac, 
And ſee I turn my toes out. 
Tol, lol, lol, 


Gadzooks ! ſo fine myſelf I'll rig, 
That nobody ſhall know me, 
My ſhining pate I'll ſtrait unwig,. - 
In filk Monfieur ſhall ſow me. 
My arm ſhall ſqueeze a chapeau bras, 
No more I'll block my beaver ; 
1] ſtare and cock my opera glaſs. 
And ſtrut ſo monſtrous clever! 


[Il take a lady to the Ball, 4 
And leſt that I ould ſhock ber. 

My head is puff d with, Mareſchal,, 
And to my back a knocker. ._. 

To make my fiſt appear a hand., 
L draw on gloves of chicken, 

And Wilkes's wriggle plays the band, | 
While eotillions were kicking. | 722 

Tol, lol, lo} 


24 Sung in Fontainbleau. 
[7 ILKENNY is a handſome place 
As any town in Shamrockſhire; 


There firſt I ſaw my Jemmy's face, 
There 3 beheld his dear: 
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My love he was a baſhful boy, 
And Ia ſimple girl to ſe . 1.5 
And I was Jemmy's Only; nne de 4 
And um was the lad for me. 


But Dublin city bore the bel! | 
In ſtreets and ſquares, and houſes fine ; = 
Oh! there you 1 Dick his love could tell, * 
And there I told young Dicke en ma n | 
For Dick he was a roving blade, CATE: 3 
And I was hearty, wild 6 ee, 
He lov'd, and I his love nad for 
Then Dickey was the lad for ' he 1 


s When Diver ſtrand my happy lot, 


And William there my love did crown; 
Young Dick and Jeden I forgot, gn 
Kilkenny fair, and Dublin town: 
For William was a gentle youth, ' 
Too baſhful, nor too bold was he: 
"He ſaid he lov'd, and told me truth, 
And William v was the lad for me, 


Sung in Fontdinbleau. 


M morning of life, ah, how tranquil, how 
bright oo 
No care found a place in my breaft; 
My noon now is evening, and ſoon muſt be night 
A night without comfort ort or reſt. . 


T 


1 ſn 
I rat 
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The flood how reſplendent with clear azure ſkies? 
Tho' tempting too late, to his coſt 11 1 2 
Beneath, for his heaven whowantonly tries. 1 
In e of. nite TONY is loft; ot: Toe 


| Wie i in Rudel, 


GEARCH all the wide creation round, 

On earth, 'or ait, or deep profound, 5 — 

To ſome great univerſal end, 

Power, ſenſe, 'inftin& reaſon.” tend; 
"Tis love, ſweet univerſal love | y 


+? 71 — 


unn, 
. 
* 


o # 
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Why Phcebus ſmile upon the morn | 7 

Why lend a ray to Dian's horn ? | 

Why flowers perfume the breath of bene, 4. 
Or wh do birds on hawthorns noe: 2224 AT 


He Tis love, ſweet dniverſal love! b . Ti 110 


With i hotavr join'd, oh! formed to bee. 
Thy power let every heart conſeſo; * 1þ 
If ſenſe and reaſon but remove. *h dit 


The bandage from the eyes of love, 


Of love, ſweet univerſal love . 
Sung in Fontainbleau... | . 


1 London my life is a ring of delight, 
In frolicks I keep up the day and the night: 


1 ſnooze at the Hummume till twelve, perhaps 


later, 
I rattle the, ben, and! roar | ups the waiter: 2 5 
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Wes; 


© This, this, is the liſe of 2 frolickſorhe fellow. 
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Your: honour, ſays he, and tips me a leg, 
He brings me my tea, but I ſwallow an egg; 
For tea in the morning's a flop I rendunce, 
So I down with a laſs of the right cherry bounce, 
With ſwearing, tearing, ranting, jaunting, flaſh- 
ing, ſmalhing, fmacking, cracking, rumbling, 
tumbling; YETI 
Laughing, quaffing, ſmoaking, joking, ſwagger- 
ing, ſtaggering ; 5 
So thoughtleſs, ſo knowing, ſo green and ſo mel. 
Pars rs | Rap; ” 


My Phæt'n I mount, and the plebs they all ſtare, 
J handle my reins, and my elbows] ſquare ; 
My pomes ſo plump, and as white as a lily, 
Through Pall Mall I ſpank it, and up Piccadilly; 
Till loſing a wheel, egad down came I ſmack, 
So at Knightſbridge I throw myſelf into a hack; 
At Tatterſall's ling a leg over my nag, 
Thus viſit for dinner, then dreſs in a bag. 
With ſwearing, &c; 


J roll round the Garden, and call at the Roſe, 

And then at both Playhouſes pop in my noſe; 

J lounge in the lobby, laugh, ſwear, ſlide and 
ſwagger, 5 

Talk loud, take my money, and out again ſtagge! 

meet at the Shakſpeare a good natur'd ſoul, 

Then down to our club at St. James's I, roll ; 

The joys of the night are a thouſand at play, 

And thus at the finiſh begin the next day. 

; : With ſwearing, &c. 


1 
1 
2 
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( 8x ) | 
dung in Fontgindlean. 1 1 
ET fame ſound the trumpet, and e to the | 


e. war!“ 
1. Let glory re-· echo the ſtrain; | 
The Ay tide of honour may * from the ear, 
And heroes may ſmile on their pain. 
r MW The treaſures of Autumn let Bacchus diſplay, 2 
And ſtagger about with his bowl; 70 
. On ſcience, let Sol beaw, the luſtre of days. 
£ And wiſdom give light to the foul. 
Let India unfold her rich | gems to the view, 
Each virtue, each j joy to improve * 
Oh, give me the friend that I know to be true, = 
And the faif that I tenderly love! Wt 
What's glory but pride? a vain bubble is PRE, 
d riot the nleafre of. wine; N 
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| 
What's riches but trouble? ana titie's a dame, | | 
But friendſhip and love are divine * 
1 


| Pang in Rona, 


OW bleſt, my fair, who on thy. face 
N Uncheck'd by fear may fondly gare; 
ho, when he breathes the tender figh, 2 
Beholds no anger in thine eye. 


Ah, then, what joy awaits the ſwain. 
Who ardent pleads, nor pleads in vain ;, 
W hoſe voice with rapture all divine, 
Secure may ſay, This heart is mine.” 


3 
gung in the Cub of F nice. 


O never bs one of thoſe ſad filly fellows, 1 
Who always are ſnappiſh, ſalpie se * 
jealous, 
Who live but to doubt, 
To pine and to pout, 
To take one to taſk, 
Examine and aſk 
A hundred croſs queſtions to pick methingo out. 
O! never, &c. 


If by chance he ſbould come, 5 
And nat find her home. 
Tis, „Madam, why ſo WY =D 
Where the devil could you wait? 
„What's been done? What's. — faid : 
% Zounds } I feet it on my head,” 9 
Arn ba 


1 


114 


Sung in the Carnival of P mice. 


THS is a Petit · maitreꝰs day 
Awake at noon, | 
Or ſcarce ſo ſoon, 
See him to his ſopha creep, 
Sipping his tea—half 4-46 Ay 5 
Curſe the vapours 
Reach the papers— 
What's the opera—Dem = play. 


( 83 ) 


Air my boots, I think I'Il ride— — 
Tho” rot" it, awe > 
It ſhakes one ſo - 
Let them bring the vis-a-vis: 
ounging there, his lordſhip ſee, 
ith vacant air, 
And ſullen ſtare, 11 
Born of dulneſs, rais'd by pride. 


: 


A battle they ſay— 
Have you pines to-day ? 
es, my lord—We've beat the Dutch ; 
a—ſome ice L thought as much: 
What, and nothing more ? 
That's a monſtrous bore ! 
| ell, drive to Iflachar the Jew's. 
4 aſt at Brokes's—deep-at play; 
\ Iſſachar's debt, 1951 
At Faro ſet, 
in or loſe, ſerenely fad, , 
alm he fits, nor vex'd por glad; 
'Till half alive, "i 
He cuts at hve— 


uk. 


Sung at Pauxhall, 
OR me, my fair a wreath has wove, . 


\s oft' ſhe kiſs'd the gift of love, 
fer breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſweet. 


Stop at Betty's— What's the news ? , KI 


** Ls 4 * 4 - 


- 
—— —— — mem — 
. 


Where rival flowers in union meet: 


. 
— — — —— — 2 — — 4 
* 
- — of ** 
N E 
x * 
. 


(4%) 
4 Bee within 2 damaſk roſe. Way 
Had crept, the nectar'd dew to ſip; 


But lefler ſweets the thief forgoes, 
And fixes on Louiſa's lip. 


* 


There taſting all the bloom of Spring, 


- Wak'd by the rip'ning breath of 
The ungrateful ſpoiled left his ſtings 
And with the honey fled away. 

Sung at Vauxhall, 


GINCE glory calls I myſt away ; 


Sweet Nancy, why thoſe tears ? 


Thy William's duty is to ſway 
His ſword, and ſcorn all fears. 


With gallant Rodney, Op the main, 
|| ( 


We'll brave each hoſtife foe, 


And triumph o'er the worſt of pain, 


And fear no fatal blow. 


What if a ball ſhoud end my cares ? 


Let not my love repine. 


Believe the heart that danger dares 
Till then was only thine. 


(185) » 8 
OVELY nymph, Aude y bet 


At feet a tender, ſwain m ITE 
iys you will not let him languiſh z 3 
One kind le wou d eaſe; his pan. 


id you know the lad that cours 
You, he not long need ſue j in vain g {os AE 
ince of ſong, of _ auce, of fp ports, * 8 lende 
You ſcarce will meet his like ; again. 


5 5 h een ene 1 ndl 


* 


* in the Maid of the ff. 08 LY 


His Wd ek 44s 1 65 DER : *1 
Roy you meet a tender creature, % 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, ö 


Il of Kindneſs and 4 good-nature; te 2 
Prove as kind ag 4 4 4 n : + «0h 10 eon | | 
zppy mortal td ehe her, „ l 

your boſom warm and prefs rr 
orning, noon, and 2. 1 careſs e R 


And de as fond as fond can be. 1 — n | 
«if op you met that's froward, >! 1-30fk. pl 
ucy, jilting, and untoward, if E 0% 294 
ou'd you act the whining . as Onto 20% © 
'Tis to mend her ne'er - —_— 
thing”s rough enough to bind —_—. uf 
den agog when once you find „„ 

her go, and never iind her; (ns „ 


leart aliye, N re fairly lit. 


ede e fab 


5 31:27 ; = 


= _ (ay) 
D Seger, Ravelogh. K 3 © | 7 | 
WELL met, prevey nymphs, ſays a jolly youn 


To a beautiful hepherdeſs crofling the plain; 
Why ſo much in haſte.? (now the month it wa 


May). . 
Shall I venture to. aſk you, fair maiden, whic 
wa 
Then ſtraight to this queſtion the nymph di 
Ply, 
With a ſmile on her look, and a leer i i her et 
I came from the village, and homeward on F 


And now, ende dar 6 W 
_— Phet. Proy'why 4 


I hope, pretty maid, you. won't take it 1 
If I tell you the reaſon. of aſkjng you this; Jer 
1 you, ſafe home, Aa she 
in love! 
Of ſuch a companion if. you. wou'd' rove. | 
Your offer, kind AG; is civil, I ownz Wa. 
ut I ſee no great danger in going alone: 0 

Nor yet can I hinder, the road being: at * 
For one as another, for you or for . 


93. 
er too 3 
e ſwain be. .t 


No danger in goipg alone, jt is ft 
But yet a compar on is Neat 
And if you cou | like, (oy, 
heart) 
Such a decent ar me, hy we never We 
| P 7 


- 


02.0910 + 


| then 3 : 4 11 * #4 
['ve often heard . there 8 bo minding;you men; 
ou'}l ſay and unlay, and youll Batter tis: tre, 

hen * a young une ing. You 

0 Hall 


Oh! judgeenot Sah, —— d, 

8 ſay, 1 — you iny bride; 

o-morrow the parſon (well ad de lain) , 

Shall; | join both our hands, and ansons of us 
twain; 

* . ho nymph anfireted to this/is not 
al 

922265 next morn to ee ey were wel ; 

when | hal we ſee | ſuch a ang li'town 2 


65 Sung in the Julie. pet 14 | 

. EH OLD this fair goblet, twas carved from 

MN. | the tree, oo 

hich, oh my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was planted 
by thee; _ 


As arelic 1 kiſs is, and bow at thy ſhrinez © 
What comes from thy band muſt be ever divine. 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree 3 
Bend to thee | 
Bleſs'd mulberry; 
Matchleſs was he, 
Who planted thee 
And thou, like him 13 ſhalt he. 
A 


Oh! that's a long wotd, fad, neee | 


bl 
NN TT. 


EC 063) | 
The Cauntry Wedding. 

| eff} 3; 2 Sung a. Ranelagh. | 

WELL met, pretty nymph, ſays a jolly youn 

ſwaingß | r | 

To a beautiful-ſhepherdeſs, crofling the plain ; 

Why ſo un in haſte. ? (now the month it v 


ay)...... l rant 
Shall I venture to aſk you,. fair maiden, whi 
way? N „ 
Then ſtraight to this queſtion the nymph did u 
ply 
With a ſmile-on;her look, and a leer in her ey 
I came from the village, and homeward I go.; 


ed, 
. 
"41 


And now, gentle ſhepherd,” pray why wou'd 
know WA 548 of Nn 


J hope, pretty maid, you won't take it amiſs, 
If I tell you the reaſon. of aſking you this z. 
I wou'd by — ſafe home, (now the ſwain 
in oven !, eln 

Of ſuch a companion if you a rove. 
Your offer, kind ſhepherd, is civil, I own As 
But I ſee no great danger in going alone: N 
Nor yet can J hinder, the road being free: 
For one as another, for you or for me. 


No danger in going alone, it is, true J. 
But yet a companion is pleaſanter too; 
And if 2 3 Te {pee the ſwain he 
eart | ad. 
Such a ſweetheart as me, why we never wo 
part; 


(8 ) 


1! thay 8 a long. word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs 
when; EF: 31 . u, 11463371 C00 

I've often heard ſay, there's go minding you men; 

ou'tl fay and unſay, nd yowll fatter tis: true, 

T hen, Jeavy & young maidea-the ficſt thing you 
O. | nv FF 7 . 


Oh! judgenot fo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd 

0 4 — ſay, I will make you my britl ; 

To-morrow the parſon (well {aid littlei ſwain) ' 

Shall join both our hands, and make one of us 
* 155 twain; 9871 90 Ni 

hen _ the nymph anſwered to this is not 

. . 7 

ot the very next morn to be ſure the were wed 
ding hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddſe down, 


Y when ſhali we fee fuch'a'wedding in town? 


E 4 


86, Sung in the Jubilee, . | 4 5 
"ED EHOLD this fair goblet, twas carved from 
a 2» the tree, 85 | 
hich, oh ! my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was planted 
by thee; 


as arelic 1 kiſs is, and bow at thy ſhrine ; 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine. 
All ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree ; 
Bend to thee | 
Bleſs'd mulberry; 
Matchleſs was he, 
Who planted thee 
And thou, like him hm ſhalt be. 
18; 2 | 


(WF) 


; Fe trees of the foreſt ſo rampant and high, 
pd Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe he 
4 LINE ſweep the ſæy; 27 


Fe curious exotics, whom taſte bas brought her 
To root out the natives at prices ſo ne 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


! The oak is held roy al, is Britain's great boaſt, 


1 
j . Prefervidonceourking, and will always our co 
pi Of the fir wel make :ſhips;: ou are au 1 
| u. that fight, 1 
| But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare ca can wr 
All ſhall yield, &c. £417 34, 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bow? rs, 
' 7 omona, in fruit-trees, and, Flora in flow'rs; 
The garden of Shakeſpeare. all fancies will ſuit, ] 
MWith the ſweeteſt of ow" rs, and the faireſt 
fruit. 


All ſhall yield, Ke. 6 
Wich learning and knowledge. the well letter 


' birch 
| © Supplies law and 5b and grace for the churcdl 
[1 But Jaw and the, goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 
He gives the beſt phyſic for body and mind. 
6 All ſhall yield, . 


The 3 of the patron giues fame to the tree; 
From him and his merits ; this takes its degree: 
Give Phoebus and Bacchus their laurel and vine? 
The tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill more divine, 
All ſhall yield, Kc. 


—— — 


— 1 
N C 39 J 2 E | 18 ? 
As the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bribe 

gat _ 
More rapture than wine to the de can convey'; - + } 

WV 


So the tree which he planted, by making his on, 
Has the laurel and bays, and the ——— in one. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


oalt, ¶ Then each take a relic of this hollow tree, 

r cou From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; « 

oulan Lec's fill to the planter the eup to the brim, 
To honour. your country do honour to him. 


1 will All ſhall yield, &c. 


85 De and my Gun. 


ſuit, FRY mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues, 
Some to White's run for play, ſome to Bat- 
ſon's for news ; 
'0 Shuter's droll phiz others thunder applauſe, - 
And ſome triflers delight to hear Nichols's noiſe; 
etter But ſuch idle amuſements PII carefully ſnun, 
ind my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 


ind, {Soon as Phoebus has finiſh'd: his ſummer s ca- 

5 reer, 

and his maturing aid bleſt the huſbandman's cares” 
Vhen Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harveſt home, 

ee; And, their labours being; o'er, are at leiſure to b 

e: am; 

vine From the noiſe of the town and its follies I rum, 

ine. And I range o'er the fields with my dogs and my 


gun, I 3 


> —_ A. * 
err — 
* 2 


— — —— — — — — 4 4 
E o * nd : - * 
** - 


bod 


090 


When my pointers around me all carefully ſtand, 

And none dares to ſtir, but the dog I command; 

When er he ſprings and I bring down my 
ird, 4 4 

I've a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford: 

No paſtime nor pleaſure that's under the ſun, 

Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my gun, 


When the covey I've thinn'd, to the woods I re. 
air | | 

And 1 bruſh through the thickets devoid of all fear, 

There I exerciſe freely my levelling ſkill, 

And * pheaſants and woodcocks my bag often 
U; 3 

For _ (where I find them) they ſeldom can 
un, 


My dogs ate ſo ſure, and ſo fatal my gun. 


My ſpaniels ne'er babble, they're under command; iſ 
Some range at a diſtance, and ſome hun at hand; 
When > woodcock they fluſh, or a pheaſant they 
ing, 
With 1 notes, how they make the 
| woods ring |! | 

Then for muſic let fribbles to Ranelagh run, 
My concert's a cherus of dogs and a gun. 

When at night we chat over the ſports of the day, 
And ſpread o'er the table, my conquer'd ſpoils lay, WI o 
Then I think of my friends and to each ſend MW 1 


a part; \ ft 


( 91 ) 


nd, Wor my friends to oblige is the pride of my v5 + 
d; heart: =» 


- 
5 
. 


my Arhus the vices of town, and its follies, I ſhun, 
\nd my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my 
gun. | 5 | 


un, | 
Ie | Deuce may take bim. 


N Y cautious mother, t'other day, 
Cry'd, Polly, mind me do 

I ſaw young Damon come this way, 

And fear he came to you ; 

ou know he's gay and thought a rake, 

So never welcome make him. 

hus I got ſcolded for his ſake, 

I wiſh the deuce may take him, 


— Its true I met him in a grove, 
e He gently claſp'd my hand, | 
e Then figh'd, and talk'd more things of love 


Than I could underſtand ; 
\nd who'd have thought that we were ſeen ? 
But of ſuch tricks I'll break him; 
If he won't tell me what they mean, 
E The deuce, ſure, ought to take him, 
1 
„ often feel my boſom glow 
J With warmth I never knew; 
f this be loye that haunts me ſo, 
What can a virgin do ? 


Indeed for pipe, for dance, and ſong, 
Gaiĩnſt ev'ry ſwain I'd take him, 

But if he tantalizes long, 

I hope the deuce will take him. 

They ſay, from wedlock ſprings delight, 

Then let him ſpeak his mind, 
I've no objectien to unite 

With one ſo fond and kind: 

My mother, tho' too apt to pry, 
To diſoblige I'm lothe ; 

Howe'er, 1. wed, then all her cry 
Will be, Deuce take you both. 


£ 
: Sung in Poor Vulcan, 
Fo HESE mortals ſay right, in their jovial abods 
T hat a glaſs of goed punch is the drink « 
the gods | 
Take only a ſmack of 


: The nectar we crack of, 
You'll find it is punch, and no more: 
The ingredients they mingle, - 
Are contraries, ſingle; 
| So are ours, they're the elements four. 
| Then, Bacchus, for thou art the drunkard 
þ protector, 
Iſſue inſtant a fiat, 
And let who dare deny it. 
That neCtar's good punch, and that good punc 
Is nectar. ao 


, yy ed fond — 


kard' 


pun 


( 
T he Farmer's Song. 


Sung at Sadler's Wells. 2:0 
I a ſweet healthy air, an a farm of my own, * 


Half a mile from the church, and juſt two from | * Þ 


W men x & 8 a3 
Diverſions and buſineſs I vary for eaſe, | 
But your fine folks of London may do as they 


\ 


pleaſe. | 


Tho? ſixty and upwards, I never knew pain, 

My Govdy's as ancient, yet does not complain; 

From the flocks of my; own 1 wear coats of watm 
frize ;z_ | Wt 


But your fine folks at London, &c. 


I ne'er was at law in the courſe of my life, 

Nor injur'd a neighbour in daughter or wife; 

To the poor have lent money, but never took 
3 ” Pr | 

But your fine folks at London, &c. 


[ ne'er had ambition to viſit the great, 
et honour my king, and will ſtand by the ſtate, 


Wy the church, and dear freedom, in all it's 


degrees 
ut your fine folks at London may do as they 
pleaſe, 


| 
f 
1 
1 
i 
ö 
2 
1 
\ 
; 
1 
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2 


OGG 9% Ron w2 0 


is 3 — — K444 by "ar 


From jewe]- deck d great, to low poverty g 1 


— 


Maſter grinders enough at the helm voi n 


He turns fortune's wheel in purſuit of the pelf; 


0 94 9 


The Knife-Grinder. 


Sang at Sadler's Wells. 


— 


Tura are grinders enough, Sirs, of ey 


degree, 


Whatever the ſtation, it ſharpens the ſenſe, 
And the wheel it goes round to wind in d 
pence. 


find, 
Tho? I'm bus a journeyman—Knives to grin 


Whatever the ſtateſman may think of hiraſelf, 


He grinds back and edge, Sirs, his ends to obta 
And his country may ſtarve, ſo he pockets t 


gain. 


 Miaſter-grinders, &. 


N T he rich grind the poor, is a faying of old ; 


The merchant the tradefman, we need nat 


told : 
Whether Pagan, Mahometan, Chriſtian you h 
There are grinders of all forts, of ev'ry . 


Maſter-grinders, &c. 


The patriot, with zeal animated, declares 
The curtain he'll draw, and diſplay the ſta 


players; . 


(95 ) 


He is a ſtaunch grinder, to ſome *tis well known, 2 


And they are mightily gall'd by the grit of his 
ſtone. wr gs 129 
Maſter-grinders, &c. 


J too am a grinder, what, what, Sirs, of that ? 
I am but in taſte, ſince I copy the great: 
To be, Sirs, 22 PII tell you my mind ; 
Tis for. 1 can get, makes me willing to 
in . grin . ; K + | h 
| Maſter- yon: enough at the helm you may 
fan 3 , y = 33 '> P 
Tho? I'm but a-journeyman—Knives to grind, _ 
| Sung at Ranelagh. | wel => 
R* I L no more, ye learned aſſes, 
Gainſt the joys the bow! ſupplies g 
Sound it's depth, and fill your glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies; | 
Fill them higher ſtill, and higher, * 
Shallow draughts perplex the brain; 


Sipping quenches all our fire; 
Bumpers light it up again. 


Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure; 
Enter, jollity and joy; 

We for thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly mirth is our employ: PT 

Since in life. there's nothing certain, * 
We'll the preſent hour engage; 

And when death ſhall drop he curtain, 2 

With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. RY 
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4 $ (© 96- I 
VE. 711 2 a ry 7 
I* The Lo $ Barati tion. I 2 po 
f BFI. TEVE my ſighs, my A, my dear, f 
b Believe the. heart you've worry: 5 
HBelieve Mt Vows.to you: ſincere, | | 
.. gy, I'm ut; dong : unn 
f You ſay 15 m che, apt to change r 
f At Jet face that's new; © 7 en 
4 Of an the girls Fever fav, ere 
1 5 if I ne er loy'd one like La e 
n Wr. SQ] PUT 


[1 thavy'd by your bricht eyes; 5 
Then warmn'd and kindled in a trice 


Then take and.tr; n, and, you'll find 
A heart that's kind ang e © 


& 114. $4449 -X Af. rai. 
Sung in Kauen, 


4 

. | 

| F foldier; cd af war's . e 

5 Forſweals the slang of hoſtile . 
Fi een the ſpear. — ſhield; 985 2 
% 


Bur If the brazen rum per band. 
He Lyris. wil h conqueſt to be ere, 


And dares again the 2 tex bes il 
2 > Ty: 3 1334 3-46; BOO a: 
* ' s 5 2 gt! © "NO 0.60 a7 
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5 Or II 1 girls! (ver ſaw, .., FY 25 a 
5 Lne' er lo d one like you. | e 


5 £ a eart was onqcę a flakt of, ice, EE * 


122 A flame that never dies: 114 
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